
fntfS? 

9 M£t 



J 9 n^ 9 9 h — 

QSUCZSSft 



! 9i&ztS ~l ^i^TWuiaV, 



:4J l? S-LA9SJL . JiL?zAbSLv 
ft n r * / / . / C 

c tAjrr<-.ZJ (r-ZAjn-Ji- &r.' JLljtLJJS 



3^Ul1 'Jl/Li-ZJ y^?3-~ZTTijJ^J 
L 



c 









U// 




f The moft lamentable Romaine 

Tra^edieof Titus Androuicus: As it was plaid 
' by the right honorable the Earle ofI>arbic s Earle 
otPcmbrooke, and Earle of Suffer 
their Servants. 

Enter the TribunW and Senatours aloft*. And then enter 
Saturninus and hit followers at ene doore, and Bathanus and hue 
followers,with Drum and T rumpetu 

Saturnintet* 

N Oble Patricians, Patrons ofmy right, 
Defendtheiufticeofmy caufe withannes* 
AndCountryraen my louing followers. 

Plead my fuccefliue title with your fwords: - 
I am his firft borne fonne, that was the laft 
That ware the ImperiallDiadem of Rome. 

Then let my fathers honours liue in tnee, 

Nor wrong mine age with this jndignitie. 

Bajfianus. 

Romaines, friends, followers, fauourers ofmy right, 
lfeuei'Bcjfhwus Cafars fonne, 

Were gracious itLthe eyes of royall Rome, 

Keepe then this paffage to the Capitoll, 

And fuffer not difhonour to approch, 

The impenall feat to vertue, confecrate 
Toiuftice, continence, andNobilitie ; 

But let defert in pure eleft ion Urine, 

And Romaines fight for freedome in yout cHoiceo 

A a Marati 




T!k rnojl UwsMiihh T/Jgedie 
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lMaycus AttdromcHswth the Crome, 
Princes that ftritic by fa&ions and by friends 
Ambitiouflyfor Rulcand Emperic, 

Know thatthe people of Rome for whome we Hand. 

A fpeciall Partie.haue by common voyce, 

In ele&ion for the Romaine Emperic 
Chofen Andronieus-) furnarned Ptus^ 

For many good and great deferrsto Rome s 
A nobllr man, a braucr warriour, 

Lines rot this day within the Citty walls. 

H'eby the Senate is accited home, 

From weary warres again!! die barbarous Gbthes, 
That with his fonnes ( a terror to our foes ) 

Hath yoakta nation llrong, traind vp in Armes. 
Tenneyearesarefpentfincefirft he vmiertcoke 
Thiscaufeof Rome, and chaftifcd with Armes 
Our enemiespride : Fiue times he hath return! 
Bleeding to Rome, bearing his valiant fonnes. 

In Coffins frounhe field, 

And now at lart, laden with honours fpoiles 
Returnesthe good Andron.eus to Rome, 

Renowned T»f«rflouri filing in Armes, 
l&t vs intreat by honour of his name , 

Whome worthily you would hauenow fucccedej, 

And in the Capitoll and Senatesright, 

Whome you pretend to honour and adore. 

That yeu withdraw you, and abate your ftrength, 
Difmjffe your followers, and as filters fhould, 

Plead y pur deferts in peace and humblcncs. 

Sat-wnwm* 

Haw faire the Tribune fpeakes to calme nsy thoughts*. 

Bajntnur. 

AiMgset Aridronktis ? fo \ doeaf£$j. 



ofTfom Anfronic'M* 

In thy vpnghtr.ei and integrity , j 
And fol loue and honour thee and thine. 

Thy noble brother 7Wr and his fonnes. 

And her to whome my thoughts are humbled all. 
Gracious Zrti»i«»«rjRojties rich Ornament, 

Thatl will heeredifmiffemy louing frienas 1 
A nd tomy fortunes and the peoples fauour. 

Commit mycaufe in ballancc to be waid. ExitSeuldit • 



Saturriwus. 

Friends* t hat haiic beene thusforward in fry right* 

I thankeyou all, and heeie di ftnifTe you all, 

And to th e lone and fauouy of my Country * 

Goinmit my fel fc, my per/on , and the eaufe*. 

Ruae teas iuff and gracipus vnto me* 

As ] am confident and kinde to thee. 

Open the gatcsandletmcio. 

‘jBqfoaruSt Tribunes and me a poorc Competitor* 

They goc vp mo i he Senate boHje 9 

jEnteraCapttine* 

Romaires make way, the good Andyonicus^ ' 

Matron of vertue, Ron es belt Champion : 

SucccsfnUin the barrages that hehghtes, 

V ithhenourard with fortune is returnd, 

From where he fircumfcribed with his fword$ 

And brought to yoake thecncmiesof Rome* 

Sound Dr*: mines andTrumpets^ and then enter two of TitUj- 
femes, and then two men bearing a Coffin centered with blachejbt n 
t\+o oi her fonnes ^thefi Titus hr\&xot\\Qvs. and then T ara^ra the 
(Zucate. vf Gotkts «rJ he* tv ofoKnrs.) Chiron ^Demetrius, 
with Aron / be Moreland <xltu y u mary M can be^Unfct down* 
the Grff 'in* and 

A £ \ r Titus. 






1 



The mofi lament able Trage die 

Tttuu Haile Rome, viftoriou* in thy mournining 
Locas the barkc that hath difchargd ki$ fraught 
Returnes with precious lading to the bay, ' 

From whcncealfirftlhe wayed her anchorage; 

Commeth Andromcus bound with Lawtcll bowc% 
Torefalutehis country with his team, 

Teares of true ioy for his returne to Rome, 

Thou great defender ofthis Capitoll, 

Stand gracious to the rites that we intend. 
Romainesjoffiueand twenty valiant fbnncs, 

Halfe of the number that king Priam had. 

Behold the poore remaines aliucand dead ! 

Thcfe that (uruiue, let Rome reward with loue : 

Thefc that I bring vnto their lateft home. 

With buriall amongft their aunceftors, 

Heere Gothcs haue giuenme leaue to (heath my fword, 
Titw vnkindc, and careles of thine owne, 

Why fufferft thou thy fonnes vnburied yet, 

T o houer on the dread full ihore of Stix? 

Make way to lay them by their bretheren. 

They open the T ombe i 

There greetein filenceas the dead are wont, 

And fleepe in peace, flainc in your Countries warres : 

O facred receptacle of my ioyes. 

Sweet Cell ofvertue andNobilitie, 

How many fonnes ofmine haft thou in ftore, 

T hat thou wilt neuer render to me more ? 

Lucius, Giue vs the proudeft pnfener ofthe Gothcs, 

That we may hew his Iimbes, and on a pile 
Ad mannsfratrum, facrificehis fledi : 

Before this earthy prifon of their bones. 

That fo the (hadowes be not vnapeafd. 

Nor we difturbd with prodigies on earth. 

fm. 
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vf Titus Andronicui. 

' Titus , I giue him you, thcnobleft that furultoel, 
The cldeft fonneofhis diflrefled Quecne. 
i Tamo.Stay Romaine brethren, gracious conquercr. 
Victorious Titus, rue the teares I (h ed, 

A motbersteares in paflion for her fonne : 

And if thy fonnes were euerdeere to thee. 

Oh thinke my fonne to be as deere to tnee. 
Sufficethnot that we are brough t to Rome 
To beautifie thy triumphs, and returne 
Captiue tothee,and to thy Romaine yoakc, 
Butmuftmy fonnes be flaugh tered in the (trectei, 

For valiant doings in their Countries caufe ? 

O if to fight for king and common wealc, 

W'ere piety in thine, it is in thefe : 

Andronicus ftainenot thy tombe with blood. 

Wilt thou draw neerc the nature of the Gods? 

Draw neerc them then in being tnereifull . 

Sweet mercy is Nobilities true badge. 

Thrice nobleTr/^ (pare my firftborncfonirev 
T,tHS. Patient your felfe Madam, and pardon me. 
Ihefe arc their brethren, whome you Gothesbeheld 
Ahue and dead, and for their bretheren flainc, 
Kcligioufly they aske a ftcrificc : 

To this your fonne is mark t and die he muft 
T appeafe their groning (hadowes that arc gone, 

[ A L :r\ AW 7 W,t , hh,lil and makc afireftraight: 

And with our fwords vpon a pileofwood, 6 

Let j hew his Iimbes till th ey be cleanc confumdei 

Exit 7 1 tut formes with Alar bus, 

Temora O crucll irreligious piety. 

‘Dent”' O 35 < ( Uei halfe fo barbarous?' 

To rSi j rdt » ard furuiue, 

o tremble vnder Tms threatning looke. 
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The mofl lamentable T rage die 

Then Madam (land refolu’d, but hope withall 

The felfe fame Gods that armde the Quccneot Troy ■* « 

With oportunicie oflhatpe reuenge 

Vponthe Thracian Tyrant in his Tent, 

May fauotir T Amor a the Queene of Gothes, 

(When Gothes were Gothcs, and T*wora was ^eene) 

To quit the bloody wrongs vponberfocs. - \- 

• . Enter t he Jonnes of Androtiiens again** ' 

Zueitii, See Lord and father how wehaueperformd 
Our Ronaaine rightes, AUrbus \\ mbs arclopt, 

And intralsfeede the fact ififing fire* 

Whofe fmokc like incenfi: doth perfume the skie. 

Rcmaineth nought butto interreour brethereo, 

And with lowd larums welcome them to Rome* 

Titus. Let it be fo, and let Andrenicut 
Make this his latcfl farewell to theyr foules* . 

Sound trumpets, anlUj the Coffin tn tbs Tombs, 

In peace and honour reft you heere my fonnes, 

Romes readied Champions, repofe you herein rett, 

Secure from worldly chaunces anditulhaps-s 
Here lurks no treafon, hereno cnuie fwels, 

Here grow no damned grudggcs.here arc no ftormes, 

Ho noyfe, buffi lence an der ernall fleepe, 

In peaceand honour reft you hecre my fonnes. 

Enter Lauinia* 

Laui, In peace and honour. Hue Lord Titttslong, 

My noble Lord and Father Hue in fame : 

Loe at this Tombe m y tributarie tearcs, 

I render for fnybretherensobfcquics: I 

A nd at thy feet e Hcneele, with teares ofioy 
Shed on the earth for thy vetume to Tome. 

O blcflemc hecre with thy vittcwious hand, 

Whofe fortunes RomesbtH CjttweO* appUjM, 

Taas, Kind ,that haft thus louing'y r6lcr ^ 






of Titus Andrcniaisl 



Faire Lords your fortunes are alike in all, 

Thatin your Countries feruice drew your fwords. 

But fafertriumph is this funerall porape. 

That hath afpirddfo S olons happines, 

And triumphs ouer chauncc in honorsbed* 

Titus Andr omens, the people of Rome, 

Whofe friendin iuftice thou haft euer bene, 

Send thee by me their T ribune and their truft. 

This Palliament of white and fpotlefle hue, 

And name thee in eleftion for the Empire, 

With tkefe ourlate deceafed Emperours fonnes s 
Be findMtfts then, and putit on, 

And hclpe tofet a head on headlesRome. 

Titus. A better head her glorious body fits, 

Then his, that lhakes for age and feeblencs : 

What fhoiild I d’on this rob e and trouble you. 

Be chofen with proclamations to day, 

To morrow yeeld vp rule, refigne my life. 

And fet abroad new bufines foryou all. 

Rome l haue bene thy Souldier forty yearcs, 

And 1 cd my Countries ftrength fuccesfull) r , 

Aod buried one and twenty valiant fonnes, 

Knighted in Field, flainc manfully in Arroes, 

In right and feruice of their noble Countric : 

Giue me a ftaffe of Honourfor mine age. 

But not a feepter to controule the world, 

B ' ypright 



The coraiall of mine age to guo i my nan, 

Lmnia Hue, outline thy fathers dayes. 

And Fames eternali date for vertuespraife. 

mL,. Long line Lord Tim.vw bdoued brother, 

Marcus. And welcome Nephews from fucceffull wars, 

v—vi, fi.nniie. and vou that fleepe in fame : 
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The mofllawemahle Tr age die 

Vpright he held itLords, that held itlaft. 

Marcus. Ti/»/,thou (halt obtaine and askc the Eirperiii, 

S at ut . Proud and ambitious T ribunc canft tho u tell? 

Titus. Patience Prince Saturnisms. 

Romaines doe me right. 

Patricians draw your fwords and (lieath them not 
T dl Saturnisms be Rorries Emperour : 

Andronicus would thou wert fhipt to hell, 

Rather thenrob meofthc peoples hurts'. 

Lucius. Proud Saturnine, interrupter of the good 
That noble minded Titus meancs to thee. 

Titus. Content thee Prince,! Will reftore to thee 
Thepeoples harts, and weane them from tbemfelucp. 

Bt’fstatt. Andramcus, I doe not flatter thee. 

But honour thee, and will do till I die: 

My fa&ion if thou ftrengthen wiih thy friend, 

I will moft thankfull bc,and thankstomcn 
Ofnoble mindesjishonorablc tneede. 

Thus. People of Rome, and pcoplesTribunes here, 

I askc yourvoycesand yourfufffages, 

Will you beftow them friendly on Andronicus? 

Tribunes. To gratifie the good Andremcus-, 

And gratulate his fafe retur ue to \ome. 

The people will accept w ho me he admits. 

Tuus . Tribunes I thanke you, and this fu tel make, 
That you create your Emperours eldeft fonne. 

Lord Saturniney whofe vertues will 1 hope, 

Rtflett on T^jme as Ty tan* rayes on earth, 

And ripen iuftiee in this common weale : 

Then ifyou willele&by my aduife, 
Crownehim,andfay, long line our Emperour. 

Marcus. <±An. With voyces and applaufc af euery fort, 
Patricians and Plebeans we create 
Lord Satumnus Romes great Emperour. 
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I ejuc thee chan kes in part ofthy deferts, 

And will with deeds requite thy gentlene* : 

And for an onfet Titus to aduance 
Thy name, and honorable familie, 

Lanins* will I make my Empreflc, 

RomesxojiW Miftris, Miftris of my hart, 

And inthefacred Pathan her efpoufe t 

Teil me Andronicus doth this motion pleafe thee? 

Titus. It doth my w orthy Lord, and in this match, 

I hold me highly honoured of your Grate* 

And hcerein fight of Rome,to Saturnine, 

King and Commander ofour common weale. 

The wide world* Emperour, doe I confcorate, 

My fwotd,my Chariot, and my prifonets, 

Prefents well worthy %omes imperiallLord : 

Receiuethem then, thetribute that Iowe, 

Mine honours Enfignes humbled at thy fccte* . 

Sstttr. Thankes noble T ituj. Father of mylife, 

How proud lam of thee, and ofthy gifts 
Rome fhall record, and when I do forget 
The leaf! of theft vnfpcakable deferts, 

Romans forget your feal tic to me, 

Ttus. Now Madam arc you prifoner loan Emperour, 

To him that for your honour and your ftatc, 

Will vfe you nobly and your followers. 

Satur. Agooly Lady, truftme ofthehue 
That I wouldchoofe, were ! tochoofe a new : 

Cleerc vpfaire Qucenc that cloudy countenance. 

Though chance ot war hath wrought this changeofchcerc, 
Thou comfl not to be made a fcoincinRomc: 

Princely Hull be thy vfage euery way, 

B 2 Reft 



And fay , Hue our Emperour Saturnine. 

Saturtti. T*tus Andronicus, tor thy fauours doae, 
Tnvi in ourcleftion this day. 




7 be mofl lamentable Tt age die 

Reft on my word, and let not difcontent 
Daunt all your hopes:Madamehe comforts you, 

Can aoakcyou greater then thaQueene of Gotbesi 
Laumayou are not difpleafd with this. 

Lampia. Notl ray Lord, fith true Nobilitie, 

Warrants thefe words in princely curtefie. v. 

Saw-. Thankesfweete Lauima, Romansletvs goe, 
Raunfomlcs heere we fet our prifoners free, 

Proclaime our honours Lords with trurape and Drum. 
Bafsianus. Lord Titus by your leaue, this maid is mine, j 
Titus. How fir, are you in earneft then my Lord? 
Bafsia. I noble Titus, and refolu’d withall, 

T o doe my felfe this reafon and this right. 

Marcus . Smm cuiquam is our Romaneiuftice, 

This Prince in iiiftice ccazeth but his owne. 

Lucittt . And that he will and (hall.if Lucius line. 

Titus. Tray tors auaunt, where is the Emperour* gardf 
Treafon ray Lord, Laumiai s furprifde, 

Satur. Surprifde, by whom©? 

'Bafsia. By himthatiuftlymay 
Bearc his betrothd.from all the world away. 

sJMutiut. Brothers helpc to conuey her hence away, 
And with my fword Ilekeepethis doorefafe. 

Titus- Follow my Lord, and lie foone bring her back. 
Matins. My Lora you paffe not heere. 

Titus. What villaine boy, barft me my way in Rome} 
Mutius Helpe Lucius helpc, He kills him, 

Lucius, My Lord you are vniuft, and mare then Co, 

In wrongfull quarreil you haue flame your fonne. 

Titus. Nor thou, nor he are any foa nes of mine. 

My fonnes would neuer fo diftionour me. 

Travtor reftore Lauinia to the Emperour. 

Lucius. Dead if you will but not to be his wife# 
Thatisauothers lawfulipromiftloue. 



ofTitusAndronicm] 

Enter aloft the Emperour with Tamara ana her two 
fonnes , and Aron the Moort. 

Emperour, No Titus, no, the Emperour needs her not, 
Nor her, nor thee, nor any of thy ftocke : 

Iletruftby leifure him that mocks me once, 

Theeneuer, nor thy trayterous haughty fonnes. 
Confederates all thustodilhonour me. 

Was none in Rome to make aftale 

But Saturnine? Full well Andronicut 

Agree thefe deeds, with that proud bragge of thine, 

That faidft Ibegd the Eropireat thy hands. 

Titus. Omonftrous, what reprochfull words a re thefe? 

♦ Satur. Butgoethy wayes.goegiuethatchangingpeecej 
To him that flouriiht for her with his fword : 

A valiant fonnein law thou (halt enioy, 

One, fit to bandy with thy lawlefle fonnes, 

To ruffle in the Common-wealth ofRome. 

Titus. Thefe words are razors tomy wounded hart. 

Satur And thereforclouely T amor a Qucene of Gothes, 
That like the ftately Thebe mongft her Nimphs, 

Doft ouerfhine thegallant’ft Dames of Rome, 

If thou be pleafd with this my fodaine choyfe. 

Behold I choofe thee Tumor a for ray Bride, 

And will create thee, Emperefle ofRome, 
SpeakeQueeneofGothes doft thou applaud my choyfe? 
And heere I fweare by all thc Romaine Gods, 

Sith Prieft and holy water are fo neere, 

And tapers burnefo bright, and euery thing 
In readmes for Hymeneus (land, 

I will not refalute the ftreets of Rome, 

Or climemy Pallace,til from forth this place, 

I leadefpoufdcmy Bride along with me. 

Tamara. And heere in fight of heauen to Rome I fweare, 
It S aturmne aduance the Qucene of Gothes, 
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The mofl lamentable T ragcdic 

She will a handmaid be to his defires, 

A lollin'* Nurfe. a Mother to his youth. 

slAfcendfairea^ene;Panth C anLords,accompany 

Your noble Emperout and bis lonely Bride, 

Sent by the heauens for P rince Saturnine, 

Whofcwifdomchath her Fortune conquered 

There Ihall wc co»b.n>ma.c out fpoutaU n<o. ^ 

Titus. I am not bid to waite vpon thisBnde, 

Tttus when wert thou wont to walkealoae. 

Dishonoured thus and chaUengedot wrongs? 

Enter Match* anJTnus formes. 

Marcus. OTttusi* ! O fee whatthouhatt done 1. 

Tnabad quarrell flainea vertuousfonne. 

Ttlv. NO foolilh Tribune, no ’.No fonneofmme, # 

Nor thou, nor thefe, confederates in the deede, 

That hath difhonouredall out Family, 

A/nwnrthv brother, and vnworthy tonnes. 

V i,eiW- ButletTssieehimbeiMI l abecomeet 

This monument fiuehundrethyeares hat » 

Which 1 haue fumptuoufly reedihed. 

He ere none but Souldiers and Romes Seruit , 

^&K=Neneb^lUi^^«. 

Rnrv him where you can he comes not heerc. 

B tLm. MrwaijiMg 

My Nephew CHuttus deeds do plead for , 

He mutt be buried with his brethren. 

Tttus two fonnes/feak^s. 

* ****? 

*Ttt u t fo nn e fp k e * * 

Hi. that would vouch it ia any place but ecre. 
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of Tim Andr omens. 

Tuns What would you bury him in my defpight? 
Marcus. No noble Titus but intreat of thee, 

To pardon Matins , and to bury him. 

Titus. Marcus, Eucn thou haft ftroke vpon my crcft. 
And with thefeboyes mine honour thou haft wounded, 
Mv foes Idoe repute you euery one. 

So trouble roe no more, but get you gone. 

3. Sonne. He is not with himfelfe, let vs withdraw, 
e Sonne. Not I till Muttus bones be buried. 

The brother and the femes fneclr. 

(Marcus. Brother, for in that name doth nature plead 
2. Sonne. Father, andinth'atnatoedothnaturefpeake. 
Tttus. Speake thou no more if all the reft will fpeede. 
Mar. Renowned Tttus morethen halfc my foule. 
Latins. Deare Father, foule and fubflance c f vs all* 
Marc . Suffer thy brother c Marcus to inferre 
His noble nephew hcere in vermes neft. 

That died in honour and Laumi.<s eavife. 

Thou art aRomainebenot barbarous: 

The Gre ekes vpon aduife did bury Max 
That flew himfelfe : and wife Laertes fonne. 

Did gra cion fly plead for his Funerals* 

Let not young Muiunhea that was thy ioy, 
Bebardhisentranceheere. 

Titus, Rife Marcus, rife, 

The difmalftday is this that ere I faw, 

Tobed.ffionored by my fonnesinRoYnc? 

*v ell bury him,andbury me the next. 

T . They put httntn theEombe, 

, c !^ 'cthy bones fweef^«e w/ with thy friends 
Dll w e with Trophees do adornc thy tombe . 

XT „ . They all fyteele and fay. 

No man Hiedteares for noble Mu nut, 

«cliucsm famethat dtdein vertues caufe. 

Exit 







The mofl' lamentable TrdgeJic 

Exit all but M aref andTtm. 

Mrcus. Mv Lord to ftep out ofthefe drme dumps, 

How comes it that the fubtfle Qyesne of (jotbes, 

Isof a fodaine thus aduaoed mhome. 

Tttuu Iknownot^rcw.-butlknow » 

(Whether by deuife or no) the heauens canter , 

Is fhenot then beholding to the ma J f f , 
Xhatbrought her for this high good turnelo 

c t t L e Emperor , Tavsoraand her trvo fount s,mtb the Mem 
JeJdoore. Enter at the other doore BajstW' *** 

LMiinit otbets. 

sm*.. so 

S£S£t3f 

Is in opinion and in honour wrong d, 

In zcal« to you.and highly mow M to wratn. T, 



of Tim An dronkwk 

To he contrould in that befrankely gaue, 

Receaue him then to fa uour Saturnine, 

That hath expreft himfclfe in all his deeded 

A Father and a friend to thee and Rome. . 

Titus. Prince “Bafeianut leaoe to plead my deeds? 

Tis thou, and thofc, that hauc difhonourea me, 

Rome and the righteous heauens be my Judge, 

How 1 have loud and honoured Saturnine . 

T amor a. My worthy Lord if euer T amor a. 

Were gracious in thofe princely eyes of thino* 

Then hcarc me fpeake indifferently for all : 

And at my fute ( fweetc) pardon what is paft. 

Satun What Madam, be dilhonoured openly. 

And bafelyputitvp without revenge? 

Tamera, Not fo my Lord, the Gods ofRotne forfead 
I jhoifld be Author to diibonour you. 

But on mine honour dare 1 vndertakc. 

For good Lord 7>r«/innoc«ncein all : 

Whofefury not diiTembled fpcakes his griefes j 
Then a t my fute look e gr acioufly on him, 

Loofe not to noble a friend on vaine fuppofc. 

Nor with fowre lookes afflift his gentle heart. 

My Lord, beruld by me, be wonncatlaft, 

Diflemble all your gxiefes and difeontents, 

You are but newly planted in your Throne, 

Leah then the people, and Patricians too, 

Vpen a iuft furuay take Titus pars, 

Andfofupplantvs foringratude, 

Which Rome reputes to be a hainous finne. 

Yeeld at intreats, and thenlet me alone 
He finde a day to maflacre them all. 

And race their faftion and their familie. 

The "“ell Father, and his traytrous (cones, 

1 o vvhome I-fued f©r my decre fonnes life* 

C. And 
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Tbt wojl lamentable Ttagedit 

And nsakethem know what tis to let a Queen* 

Kneelein the ftreetes, and beg for grace in vaine* 

Come, come, fweet Empcrour, (come Aadronicus } 

Take vp this good old man, and cheere the heart, 

T hat dies in temped of thy angry frowne. 

King. Rife Tin**, rife, my Emprefle hath preuaild. 

Tuns, Ithankeyour maieftie.andhermy Lord. 

Thefe words, thefe lookes, infufenew life in me* 

Tantora. Tuusl am incorporate in Rome, 

A Roman now adopted happily, 

And muftaduife the Emperourfor his good. 

This day all quarrels die Andronicuty 
Andletitbeminc honour goad my Lord, 

That I hatie reconcil’d your friends and you. 

For you Prince Bafsianusfi haue pall 
My w ordand promife to the Emperour, 

That you will be more milde and tractable* | 

Andfeare not Lords : and you L amnia t 
By my aduife all humbled on your knees. 

You ihall aske pardon of his Maieftie, 

All, We doe, and vow co hcauen, and to his highnes, 
That what wedid, was mildly as we might, 

Tendringour fillers honour and our owne. 

CMarc. That on mine honour heere Idoproteft. 

Km*. Away and talke not, trouble vj no more. 

Tawwv.N ay, nay, fweet Emperour, we mufl all be friends 
The Tribuneand hisNephews kneelcfor grace, 

1 will not be denied, fweet hart looke back. 

King. Marcus , for thy fake and thy brothers hecre. 

And at my louely Tumor as intreats, 

• I doc remit thefe young mens hay nous faults, 

Stand vp : Lauinia, though you left me like a churle, 

I found a friend, and fare as death I (wore, 
IwouldnotpartaBatchilerfrom theprieft. 






of Tim Andronicui, 

Come if the Emperour* court canfcafttwoBridcs^ 

You are mygueft Lauinia, and your friends : 

This day Ihall be a lone-day T Amor a. 

Titus Tomorrow and itplcafeyour Maieftie, 

To hunt the Panther and the Hart with roe, 

With home and hound, w cele giue your grace bon tour, 

S At urn. Be it fo Titus t and graraercy to. Exeunt 

found Trumpets^manet Moore, 

Aren. Now climeth T, tutor* Olympus toppe, 

Safe out of Fortunes (hot, and fits aloft, 

Secure of thunders cra^keor lightning flafli, 

Aduanc’d abouepale enuies threatning reach. 

As when the golden funne falutes the roornc. 

And hauing gilt the Ocean with his beames. 

Gallops thcZodiacke in his glittering coach. 

And ouer-lookcs the higheft piering hill*. 

So T Amor a. 

Vpon her wit doth earthly honourwaite, 

And vertueftoopesand trembles at her frowne, 

Then Aron arme thy hart, and fit thy thoughts, 
Tomountaloftwith tby fcmpcriall Miftris, 

And mount her pitch, whome thou in triumph long 
Haft prifoner heldjfcttred in amorous chaine*, 

And fatter bound to Arons ch aiming eyes, 

Then is Prometheus tide to CahcaJus. 

Away with fiauilh weedes and idle thoughts, 

Iwillbebright and fhine in pearle and gold, 

T o waite vpon this new made Empercfle. 

To waite faid 1 ? to wanton with this Queenfc, 

T his Goddefle, this Semerimis, this Quecne, 

This Syren, that will charme Romes Saturnine , 

And fechi$fiYipwracke,and his Common- weales. 

Hollo, what ftorme is this .? 

Enter £biren and Demetrius brassing. 

C 2 
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Tbt tnoft lamentable T ragedte 

Dtmet. Chiren thy ycres want* wit, thy wit want! edge 
And manners to intrude where I am grac d. 

And may for ought thou knoweft affetted be. 

Chiron, Dtmetrmi, thou dooft oucrweenc in all, 
Andfoin this,to bearemedownewithbraues, 

Tis not thediffercr.ceofayereorcwo 
Make* me lefle gracious, or thee more fortunate % 

I am as able, and as (it as thou, 

To ferue, and to deferue my Miftris grace, 

And that my fword vponthec ihall approue. 

And plead my paflions for Ltmmas loue. 

Moore Clubs, clubs, the fclouers will not keeptnepeacc. 

*Deme. Why boy, although ourmothcr (vnaduizd) 
Gaue you a daunfing rapier by your fide. 

Are you fo defprat growne to threat your friends? 

Goctoo :haue your lath glued within your fheathj 

Till you know better how to handle it. 

Chiron. Mcanc while fir , with the little skill I haue. 

Full well (halt thou perceiue how much I dare* 

Demct. I boy, grow ye fob raue? theydraw . 

Anon. Why how now Lords ? 

So neere the Empcrours pallace dare you draw » 

And maintainc fitch a quaricll openly ? 

Fell well I wote,the ground ofall this grudge, 

3 would not for atnillion if gold, 

Thecaufc were knowne to them itmofi conccrncs» 

Nor would your noble mother for much more 
Be fo dUhonorcdinthe Court of Rome. 

For (hatneputvp. 

Denut. Notl,tillIhauelheathd 
My rapier in his bofome, and withall 
Thrnfttbefereprochfull fpeeches downe his throat, 

That he hath breathd in my difhonourheere. 

Chiron. For that Iamprepatd,andfulltcfolude, 



of Tim Andronicui, 

FouJefpoken Coward, that rhundreff with (fiytongucj 
And with thy weapon nothing durftperformc. 

Moore . Aw ay I fay. 

Now by the Gods that warlike g other adore, 

Thi* petty brabble will vndoo rs all : 

Why Lords, and thinke you not how dangerous 
It is to ict vpo n a Prin cesright: 3 
Wfiatis Laninia then become foloofc. 

Or Baftianns fo degenerate. 

That for her loue fuch quarrelstnay be broeht. 

Without c&nrroulement,iu(hce, or reuenge? 

Young Lqrds bcware,andlhould the EmpreflTcknow 
Thisdifcords ground, the mufickc would not pleafe. * 
Chiron. I care not I, knew (he and all the world, 

J loue Lnumia more then all the world. (choife 

Demet. Youngling learne thou Co make fome meaner 
tMtnin is thine elder brothers hope. 

Moore. Why are ye mad ? or know ye notin R ome, 

Howfunc^sandimpatienttheybe, 

And cannot brooke competitors in loue ? 

By th«°dc uiTef S> ^° U ^ bUt pf ° C yOUr dcathi > 

-Aron, Toatchieucher.how? 

cP emtri - Wl 'y, makes thou it fo ftran*e> 

Sheeis a woman, therefore may be woo’d, 

c I s * wonjan . therefote may be wonne 
Then womrE?'" § lideth b V themill 

iftcnwotstheMillerofiandeafieit it, 

ThS ? r - 0fle l ,ea u ff iuewtkn °w ‘ 

Better then iff?**' be theEm permirs brother, 
erter thenhc haue worne^w badge. 



Moore 




7 be mo ft lamentable tugtfa 

Moore. I» an«l as good as Saturnine may. 

Delet. Then why fhould.hedjfpaire that knowesto 
With words, fairelookes, and liberality? (court! 

What haft not thou full often ftrucke a Doe, 

And borne her cleanly by the Keepers nofe • 

Moore Why then it feemes fomccertatne fnatchor fo 

Would ferue your turnc*. 

Chiron, I fo the turne wereferued. 

*J)cmet» /iron thou haft hitit. 

Moore. Would you had hit ittoo. 

Then fhould notwebetirdc withthisadoo. 

Why harkeyee,harkeyee,andarcvoufuchfoolcs, 

To fquarc for this ? would it offend you then 
That both fhouldfpcede? 

Chiron. Faith not me. 

'Dewet. Nornac.folwcreone. , - 

Arm. For fhame be friends, and wyne for that you ur, 
Tis pollicie and ftratageme muft doe 
That you affeft, and fo muft you refolue, 
nri.,1- ,.,k a f vnu cannot as you would atchieue, 






of T tins An dronicus. 

To villanicand vengeance confccrate, 

Will we acquaint with all that we intend, 

And fhe (hall file our engines with adui fe. 

That will not fuffer you to fquare your felues. 

But to your wi/hes height aduanceyou both. 

The Emperours court is like the houfe of fame, 

The pallace full of tongues, of eyes, ofeares : 

The woodsarcruthles, dreadfall, deafe, and dull : 

There fpeakej and (Irilce braue boyes, andtakeyour turtles* 
There ferue your luff, fhado wed from hcauens eye, 
Andreuell in Lavinias treafuric. 

[ Cfarcn. Thy counfell lad fmells of nocowardife. 

Demet. Sttfasaut nefas , till I finde the ftreatne, 

To e oole this heat, a charme to cahne their fits . 

P tr Sttgiarfer manes V, th«r , Exeunt. 

£»/«-Titus Andronicus<j»d his three fonnes, making > 
a noyfe with bounds and homes, 

Titus. The hunt is vp, the morne is bright and gray. 
The fields arefragrant, and the woods are greene, 
Vncoupleheere,andletvs make a bay. 

And wake the Emperour, and his loucly Bride, 

And rouze the Prince, and ring a hunters peale, 

Thatall the court may ecchowith the noyfe. 

Sonnes let it be your charge, as it is ours. 

To attend the Emperours perfon carefully : 

Ihauebene troubled in my ileepe this night. 

But dawnjng day new comfort hath infpirde. 

Heere a cry of bounder , and rvinde homes in a peale t then enter 
S a; Hr mniss, Tamora » T affiants Lauinia , Chiron,!) e~ 
metrius^and their Attendants. 

Titus. Many good raorrowestoyounnaiefiie, 

Madam to you as many and as eood . !> ■ 

Iprciaifedyour Grace, a blunter* peale, 



Satnr. 



Thcmoft lamentable T ragti.it 

Saturnine, And you haue r un g ic loftily my Lords, 
Somewhat to early for new married Ladies* 

Bafsia. Lauinia, how fay y ou s? (more , 1 

Lauinia, IfaynosI haue bene broad awake twohouresfc 
Satur* Come on then, horfe and Chariots let vs haue, 
And to our fport: Madam, nOw (hall yc fee. 

Our Remainc hunting. 

Marcus, I haue doggs my Lord, 

Will rouzc the proadeft Panther in the Chafe, 

And clime the nigheft promontary top, 

Titus , And I haue horfe will follow where the game 
Makes way, and runneslike fwallowes ore thcplainc. 

Dtme, CWr<?«wc hunt not we, with horfe norhound 
But hope to plucke a]dainty Doe to ground* Smith 

Enter Aren alone, 

Moore. He that had wit would thinke that I had none, 
To bury fo much gold vnder a tree, 

And ncuer after to inherited. 

Let him that thinks ofmefoabieftly, 

Know that this gold muft coiaeaftratagesne* 

Which cunningly effected, will beget 
Avery excellent pecceofvillany: 

And fo repofcfweet gold for their vnreft. 

That haue their alraes out of the Empreflc Cheft. 

Enter Tamora alone to the tJMoore, 

Tamara. My loucly^f ron } wherefore look’ft thou fro j 
■When eucry thing doth make a gleefull boaft ? 

The birdschaunt melody on euery bulb, 

The Snake lies rolled in the chearefull funne, 

The greene leaues quiuer with the cooling wtnde. 

And make acheckerd fhadow on the ground : 

Vnder their fweet lhade, Aron let vs fit, 

And whilft thebabling Ecchoe mocks the hounds* 
Replying fiatilly to the dl tun’d homes. 




of Tim An droniciM. 

AsitaoouDic hunt were heard at once. 

Let vs fit do w ne and markc thei r y ellow ing noy fe : 

And after conflict fuchas wash ppofdc 
The wandring Prince and Dtdo oacc enjoyed, 

When with a happy ftorme they were furprifdc, . 
Andcuttaind with a counfaile-keeping Caue, 

MVemayeach wreathed in the others armes, 

/ Ourpaftimesdone) pofltflc a golden {lumber, 

Vhiles hounds and homeland fweet melodious birds 
Be vnto vs as is a Nurfes fong 
Of Lullabie, to bring her Babe a flee pe. 

Aron. Madame, though A'Ww/gouerne your d«urcs* . 
Satttrne is dominator euer mine : 

What fignifitsmy deadly (landing eye, 

My filence, and my cloudy melancho lie, 

My fleeceof Woolly hairethat now vncurlcs* 

Euen as an Adder w hen Hie doth vnrowle 
To do fomcfatall execution 5 
MoMadam,the(e are no vencriall fignes. 

Vengeance isin my heart, death in my hand. 

Blood and reuenge are hammering in my head* 

H arke Tamora the Emprefle of my foule. 

Which neuer hopes more heauen then reftsinthee* 
Tliisisthedavof doome for Bafsianm 
Hi s?£>'ei»Wmuftl©ofe her tongue to day. 

Thy fonnes make pillage of her chaftity, 

And walla their hands in Sajjianus blood, 

Scelhhou-this letter 3 takeit vp I pray thee, 

Andgiae the King this fa tall plotted fcrowlc. 

Now quefiion me no n ore we are efpied, 

Heere comes a pare ell of our hopefull booty, 

Which dreads not yet their liues deftruftion, 

Enter Ba{fianuS/j?fd Lauinia 
Tamora, Ah myfweete Moore, fwcctcr to methen life. 

D Moore* 




7 he mofl lament able TrAgtiie 

Moore. NomcregreatEmpreffo, Bafeiatmt comes 
fie erode with him, and He goc fetch thv Tonnes 
To backc th y quarrel! what fo ere they be. 

BsffMj Who hauc we heere? Koines royal lEtnpreffe' 
v nfurni/ht of our well befeeming troupe i r e 

Oris it D 'mn habited like her, 

Wh<o bath abandoned herholy Groues, 

To fee the gcnerall hunting in thisForreft? 

J~'aff*o>-a. Sawcie controulcrofour priuate flepj, 
HadI the power, that feme fay Ow»had, 

Thy temples fhould be planted prefcmly. 

With horncs as was Acleont.znd the hounds. 

Should driuc vpon hisne w transformed lirabes* 
Vnmannerlv intruder as thou art. 

Lamata. Vnder your patience gentle Empreflk 

Tis thought you haue a goodly gift in horning, 

And to be doubted that your Moore and you, 

^Are fingled forth to try experiments : 

Ieue fhield your husband from his hounds to day, 

Tis pitty they Ihoold take him fora Stag. 

B of sian. Belceue me Queene your fwarty Cymerion, 
Doth make your honour of his bodies hue, 

Spotted, detefted, and abhominable* 

Why are you fequeftrea from all your traine? 

Difmounted froo> your fnow white goodly fleed. 

And wandred hither to an obfeure plot, 
Accompanied withabarbarous Moore , 

Iffooledefirc had not conduced you ? 

Lattinia. And being intercepted in your fport. 

Great rcafon that my noble Lord berated 
For faufines, I pray you let vs hence. 

And let her ioy her Rauen cu’lourcd loue. 

This valley fits the purpofe parting well, 

Btfsia. The King my brother flail haue notice of this. 



of Titut Andronicnsl 

Utinid. I, for theft flips hauc made him noted tong, 
CoodK'Og tobe fomightily abufed. 

Why I ha ue patience to endure all thi*. 

Enter Chiron and ‘Demetrius, 

Dem. How now decrefoueraigne & our gracious mother 
Whvdoth your Highnes looke fopalc.and wan? 

<sLu. Haue I not reafon think e you tolookepalc 
Theft two hauc tyced me hither to this place, 

A barren, detefted vale you fecit is, 

Thetrees though Sommer, yet forlorne and lean^ 

Orecctne w ith mofle and baleful 1 Miffelto; 

Heere neuerfhines the Sunnc, heere nothingbrecA* 

Vnlelfc the nightly Owlcorfatall Rauen: 

Andwhenthey fhowdme this abhorred pit. 

They told me heere at dead time of the night, 

A thotifandfeinds, a thoufand hiding fnakes. 

Ten thou fand fwelling toades, as many vrehins, 

Would tnakefuch fearefull and confufed cries. 

As any mottall body hearing it , 

Shouldfttaitcfall mad, or clfediefuddainely. 

Nofooncr had they told this hcllilh tale, 

Butflrait they told me they would bindeme heere, 

Vnto the body of a difmall Ewe, 

Andleaueme to this miferablc death* 

And then they calldme foulc adultereUe, 

LafciuiousGoth, and all the bittereft tearmes. 

That euer care did heare to fuch effeft. 

And had you not by wondrous fortune come, 

This vengeance on mehad they executed s 
Reuenge it as you loue your mothers life, 

Orbe ye not henceforth cald my children. • 

Detnet . Tbisisa witnes thatl amthyfonne. flab hint* 
Chiron * And this for me ftrook home to /hew my nrength 
L(yania % I comeScmeramisjnay BarberousTaraora 
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The waft lamentable Tragedie 

For no name fits thy nature but thy ownc. 

Tamora. Giuc me thy ponyard,you Aral know my boy e , 
Your mothers hand fliall right your mothers wrono*. * 
Dimei. St$t\ Madam. heerc is more belongs to he?, 
Firffchrafli the cornt, then after burYie the ftraw ; 

T hi minion flood vpon her chaff ity, 

Vpon htrMupria’il vow, her loyaleie. 

And with that painted hope, brauesyour mightines, 
Andlhidl Ihe carry this vnto her grauc? ° * 

Cbpren. And if the doe, I would I were an Euenuke, 
D;ag hence her husband tofomefccreth ole, 

And make his dead trunke pillow to our lull, 

Tam*/,i. But when ye haue the honny we defire. 

Let not this Wafpe out- liue vs b ,th to ftmg. 

Chtron. 1 warrant you Madam we will make that furc* 
Cc me raiflris, now perforce we will enioy, 

That nice prefc rued noneflie of yours, 

Ly.xinia. G h Tumor a, thou beareft a womans face, 
Tamora'. Iwillnotheareherfpeake, away with her. 
Lanina. Sweet Lordsintreat her heareniebura word. 

Drmet, Liften faire Madam, let it bey our glory 
To fee her tC4res, but be your hart to them 
As vnrclenting flint todrops ofraine. 

L 'iuwta- When did. tbcTigers young ones teach the dank 
O doe not learneher wrath. Ihe taught it thee, 

Then ilkethou fuckfffrom her did curne to Marble, 
Eucnat ihy teat thou hadfl: thy tyranny, 

Y- teuery Mother breeds not fumes alike, 

Dp thou int'eat her fhew a woman pitty, (baftard 

( y b/ren. What wouldftthouhauemeprouemy felfea 
' L iintnii’t 1 is true,theKauendoth nothatchaLatke, 

Yet haucl heardjOh could I finde it now, 

The Lie n moued wiihpitty, didindure 
To hauehs princely pawespardoail away. 



Sonic 



of T kmAndronicui. ' 

Some fay that Raucns fofter forlptnechildren. 

The whil ft their owne birds famifli in their neff* t 
Ohbetomethough thy hard hart fay no, 

Nothing fo kinde but fomething pittifull. 
f m0 ra. I know not what it meanes,away with her. 
Lankin. Oh let me teach thee for my fathers fake, 

That gatte thee life when well he might haue flame thee. 

Be not obdurate, open thy deafe eares. 

Tmora. Hadfl thou in perfon nere offended me, 

£uen for his fake am 1 pittilefle* 

Remember boyes Ipowrd forth tcaresin vaine, 
Tofaueyourbrother from thefacrifice, 

Butfierce Ancirortiem would not relent. 

Therefore away with her, and vfeherasyou will. 

The worfc to her, the better loud of me. 

Lament. Oh Tmora be callda gentle Queene, 

And with thine owne hands kill mein this place, 
Fortisnotlifethatl haue begdfolong, 

Pooie I was flaine w h e n 'Buffi anus dide. 

Tamora , What Brgft thou then? fond womanletmc goe? 
Lauiriia Tisprelent death Lbeg, and one thing more, 
Tbatwemanhocd denies my-tongue to tell, 

-Ohkeepeme frem their worfe then killing luft, 

And tumble me into feme loathfomc pit, 

Where ntuermanseyemay behold my body* 
poethis and be a charitable murderer, 

Tamora . So Ihouldlrob my fweet fon nesoftheirfee, 

No, let them fatiffie their luff on thee. 



■Demet, Away,for thou haft ftaid vs heerc too ldng» 

» racC) no womanhood, ah beaftly creature, 
The blot and enemy to our trenerall name , 

Lonftmonfall — . (husband 

C l: »on. Nay then He flop your mouth, brin g thcuher 
1 -us is the hole where Aron bid vs hide him. 




Tamora 



TBc mofi lamentable T rdge die 

T Amor a* Farewell my fonnes fee that you talks bstfi^r, 
Here let my hart know merry cheere indeed. 

Till allthe Adronicithc made away : 

Now will I hence to feekemy louely Moore* 

And let my fplecnefull fonnei this Trull defloure. 

Enter Aronxvith two efTttusfinnes. 

Come on my Lords, the better foote before. 

Straight will 1 bring you to the lothfomcpit. 

Where I efpied the Panther fall afleepe, 

Q uintus # My fightisvery dull what ere it bodes* , 
tJMart* And mine I promife you, were it not for ftiarae, 
Wcllcouldlleaueourfportto fleepeawhile# 

Quin. What art thou fallen? what fubtile hole is this, 
Whofe mouth iscouercdwith rude growing briers* 

Vpon whofe leaues are drops of newfhedblood, 

As frefli as morning s dew diftild on flowers, 

A very fatal! place it feezes to me, 

Speakc brother haft thou hurt thee with the fall? 

Marti* Oh brother, withthe difmalft obieft. 

That euer eye with fight made hart lament* 

Aren* Now will I fetch the King to fmdethem heere,' 
Thache thereby may haue a likely geffe, 

How thefe werethey that made away his brother. Exit 
Marti* Whydoftnotcomfortme andhelpemeout, 
From this vnhollo w and blood ftained hole. 

Quint* I am furprifed with an vneouth fcare, 

A chilling fweat orcruns my trembling ioynts* 

My hart fufpc&s more then mine eie can fee. 

lAart* Toprouethou haft a true diuiriing hart* 

Aron and thou lookedowneinto this den. 

And fee a fearefull fight of blood and death. 

Quint* Aren is gone, and my compafiionate hart, 

Will not permit mine eyes once to behold, 

,The thing whereat it trembles by fumtife a * 



of Titus Andronkui] / 

Oh tell me how it is, fornere till no w . 

Was I a child , to fearc I know not what. 

Martins, Lord Baftiansu lies embrewed heese. 

All on a heape hketo a flaughtred Lam be, 

In this detefted darke bicod drinking pit. 

Qninm, Ifit be darke how dooft thou knowtis hc£ 
Martins. Vpon his bloody finger he doth wear© 

A precious ring, that lightens all the hole : 

Which like a taper in fume monument, 

Doth Ihine vpon the dead mans earthly checkes* 

And fliewes the ragged intrailcs of this pit : 

So pale did Ihine theMooneon Piratnus, 

When he by night lay bath’d in Maiden blood* 

Obrother hclpc me with thy fainting hand, 

Iffesrehath made thee faint, as meeit hath. 

Out of this fell deuouring receptacle. 

As hattfull as Ortf»rmiftic mouth. 

Quin* Reach me tby hand, that I may help thee o«C s 
Or wanting ftrength to doe thee femuch good, 

I may bepluckt into the fwallowing wombe, 

Ofthis deepc pit, poore graue : 

3 haue no ftrength to pltu ke the e to the brink. 
Lsl'Urtiw.Nor 1 no ftrength to dime without thy help" 
Of?** Thy hand once more, I will netloofcagajne, 

T ill thou art heere aloft, or I below , 

Thou canft not come tome, I c-ome to thee* 



E rter the Emperour , Aren the Moore * 

Satur. Along with me, lie fee what holeis heere, 
Andwhat he is thatnowis leaptinto it. 

Say, who art thou that lately didftdefcend. 

Into this gaping hollow ofthe earth? 

Mmtuj.Thc vnhappic (onpcofoteAndremtif- 
fought hither in a molt valuckic hourei 



The moft UmentablcTt agedic 

To finde thy brother Tafiantls dead. f 

Saturn i* My brother dead,l know thou doit but left, 

He and his Lady both are at the Lodge, 

Ypon the north fide of this pleafant chafe, 

Tis not an hourefince I left him there. 

CMart: We know not where you left them 'all aliue, 

But out alas, hecre haue we found him dead. 

Enter T amor a , Avdrmtcu i and Lucius. 

Tamora. Where is my Lord the .King ? . .1 

King. Here Tamora , though grieud wj*h killing gnefe. 
Tantflra. Where is thy brother Bafsianus} ’ 

King* Now tothebottome’doft thou fearch my wound, 
QuoicSafianm hecre lies murthered. ^ 

T amor a. Then all too late 1 bring this fatal writ. 
Thecomplotofthistinules Tragedie, 

And wonder greatly that mans face can fol d, 

In pleafing ftiiiles fuch murderous ty rannie. 

Shegineth Saturnine a Letter. 

Satumintis reads the Letter . 
j4ndifwe tnijfe to meete him ban fern eljj 

Sweet bmtjmanftzfcamstiswemeane, -l 

b* thou fo much as dig the grade for him 9 
Thou \nowfl our meaning, looks for thy reward. 

Among the nettles at the Elder tree, 

JVhich ou'er-fhades the mouth of that fame pit , 

Wiese we decreed to hury Baffianus> | 

Doe this and purchaje vs thy lafiingfr tends, 

King. OhTamora was euer heard the like ? 

This is the pit,and this the elder tree, 

Looke firs lfy ou can finde the huntfman out, 

That IBould haue murthered 'Bafsianus heere. 

. Aron.. My gracious Lord heereis tjie bag of gold. | 



of T itus Anfaonicus, 

King. Two ofthy’whelpes, fell curs of bloody Linde,' 
Haue heerc bereft my brother of his life : 

Sirs drag them from the pit vneo the prifon. 

There let them bide vntill we haue deuifd 
Some neuer heard-of tortering painc for them. 

Tamora. What are they in this pit, oh wondrous thing! 
How cafily murder is difeouered ? 

7 ‘itus. High broperour vpon my feeble knee, 

I beg this boone,with tcares not lightly Hied, 

That this fell fault ofmy accurfed fonnes, 

Accurfed, if the faults be prou’d in them. 

King. Ifit beprou’de! you fee it is apparant, 

"Who found this letter, Tamora vs at it you? 

Tamora. Andronicus himfelfe did take i t vp- 
Titus. Ididmy Lord, yetletmc be their baile, 

Tor by my Fathers reuerent torabe I vow 
They fhall be ready at your Highnes will, . 
Toaunfwere their fufpition with their liues. 

King. Thoufoaltnotbailethcm.feethoufollowmc, 
Some bring the murthered body, fome the murthereis, 
Let them notfpeakca word, the guilt is plainc, 

For by my foule, were there worfc end then death. 

That end vpon them foould be executed. «*• 

Tamora. Andronicus I wil entreat the King, 

Feare not thy fonnes, they foall do well enough, 

Titus. Come A»f««rcome,ftay not to talke with them. 

Enter the Euspreffe/onntSj-with Lauinia , her hands cut of 
andher tongue cut out) atsdrauifit, 

Dcmet. So now goe tell and if thy tongue can fpeake. 
Who twas that cut chy tongue and rauiflit thee. 

Chiron. Write downe thy mindc, bewray thy meaning fo, 
Andifthy ftumpes will let thee play theferibe. 

Lemet. See how with fignesand tokens foe canfcrowJe. 
[biron. Gochome,call for fweet water, vysfiithy hands*. 

E &lTKCt, 




.WjMgjjSft 



T be mojl lamentable T ragedie 

TXm«4 She hath no tongue to call, nor hands to vstaGh, 
And folets Icaueher to her filent walkcs. 

Chiron* Andtwere my caufe,l (hould goe hang my felfc, 
D erne t AS tbouhadft hands to helpc thee knit the cord. 
Enter A-1 arcui fsom hunting . 

Who is this my Neecc that flies away fofafl? 

Co fen a word, where is your husband ? 
lfldodreame would all ray wealth would wake me, 

If I doe wake, fome Planet ftrikemedowne, 
ThatTmayflumberin eternall fleepe. 

Speake gentle Heece, what Herne vngentle hands, 

Hath lopt and he wd, and matte thy body bare. 

Of her two branches, thofe fweet ornaments 
Whpfe circling flwdowes.Kingshaue fought to fleepein, 
And might notgaine fo great a h.ippines 
Ashalfethy loucj Why.dooftnot fpeake tome l 
Alas, a crimfnnriuerofwarme blood, 
Liketoabublingfountaineiffiird wichwinde, 

Doth rifeaad fall betwerne t-hy Rofcd lips, 

Commmg and going with thy honoy breath. 

But fire forac Tereus h th defloured thee. 

And leaft thou fhouldft deleft them, cut thy tongue. 

Ah now thou turn Ha way thy face for Ibanie. 

And notwithllanding all this lolFe oi bl >od. 

As from a Conduit wkh their lfluing fpouts , 

Yet doe thy cheelccs bake red as T nans face, ■ 
Biulhiog tubeencountred yyithaclowde. 

Shall l fpeake lor thee, lhall 1 fiy tis fo ? 

Oh that l knew thy iaarc.and knew the beaft, 

That l might raile.it him Coeafemy minde. 

Sorrow concealed , like an Ouenftopt* 

Doth burne the hart to cinders w he/c itis, 

Faire PhUom.lU (lie but loft her tongue, 

Andih a tedious fain pier fowed her minde, - 



cfTkiuAndromcMl 

rwlouely N cece, that meant! is cut firdto the$ 

A craftier Tire* 5 haft thou met. 

And he hath cut thofe pretty fingers off, 

Tbt coul d haue better fow ed thenPrM. 

Oh had the roonfter feene thofe Lilly hands. 

Tremble like Afpenleauesvpon a Lute, 

And make the fil ken firings delight tolciffe them. 

He would not then hauetoucht them for his life. 

Or had he heard the beamnly Harmony, 

•Which that f weet tongue hath made : : 

He would haue dropt bis knife and fell afieepe. 

As Cerberus at the Thracian Poets feete. 

Come let vs goe, and make thy father bhnde. 

For fuch a fight will blinde a fathers eye. 

One houres lforme will drow ne the fragrant meadeSi 
Whatyvill wholemonthsoftearrsthy Fathers eyes? 

1 -1 l-- £«.»• xxt c* tjwill mmivne witn thc 6 < 



Enter the Indus and Senatottrt with Titus two femes hound , 
P*Jf w & onthe Stage to theplace of execution, and Tttus going be- 

^ Titus. Heareroegrauefathers, noble Tributes flay, 
Forpitty ofmineage, whofe youth was fpent 
In dangerous warres,whilftyou fecurely flept. 

For all my blood in Romes great quarrcll lhed, 

For all the frofty nights that I haue watchf, 

And for thefe bitter teares, which now you fee, 

Filling the aged wrinkles in my checkes, 

Bepittifull to my condemned Sonnes, 

Whofe foules is not corrupted as tis thought. 

For two and twenty fonnes I neuer wept* 

Bccaufethcy died in honours lofty bed. , 

' Aadronicw tyetb dewne,and the Judges pajfc by him. ^ 






7 be mofl lamentable Trdgedtt 

For thefe, Tribune*, in the duftl write 
My harts decpclanguor, and my foulcs fad teares : 

Let my teares Ranch the earths drie appetite. 

My fennes f west blood, will make it fharoc andblufo 5 
O earth, I will befriend thee more with raine 
That {hall didillfrotn thefc twoar.cient rutnes, 

Then youthfull Aprill fhall with all his fliowres. 

3n Summers drought, lie drop vpon thee Rill, 

3n Winter with armeteares jUemeltthcfnow, 

And keepc eternall fpring tiffieort thy face, 

So thou refufe to drinke my deerc fonoes blood. 

Enter Lucius, rtirh bus reeapendratene. 

Oh reuerent Tribunes, oh gentle aged men, 

Vnbindemy fbnnes.rcuerfc thedoomc ofdeath^ 

And let melay (that neuer wept before) 

My teares arenow preuailing Ora tours. 

Lucius, Oh noble father yoularoent in vainc. 

The Tribunes hcarc you not, no man is by. 

And you rccouotyourforrowcstoaftone. 

Titus. Ah Lucius for thy brothers let me plead, 

Graue Tribunes, once more lintrcat ofyou. 

Lucitfi, My .gracious Lord, no Tribune heares you fpeak 
Titus. Why tis no matter man, ifthey did hcare 
Theyvyould not mark e me, or ifthey didmarke. 

All bootlcflevntothem. 

Therefore I tell my forrowes booties torhe ftoncs. 

Who though they cannot anhvere my diftrefle, 

Yet in fome fort they arc better then the Tribunes, * 

For that they wil 1 Dot inter cept my tale : 

When 1 doe weepe, they humbly at my fecte, 

Receiuc my teares, and feeme to weepe with me. 

And were they but attired in graue weedes, 

Rome could afford no TribuRclike to thefe . 



A 















of Tim An dr uniats] 

A (lone is fofi as waxe, Tribunes more hard then ftones s 
A ftone is filent, and offendeth net, 

And Tribunes with their tongues doomemen to death* 
gut wherefore ftandft thou with thy weapon drawne? 
Lucius. Torefcue my two brothers from their death* 
For which attempt the Iudges haue pronoun!! 
Myeuerlaftingdoomeofbanifhmcnt. 

Tu us. O happy manjthey hauc befriended tbees 
Why foohih Lucsus, doft thou not perceaue 
That Romcis but a wildernes of Tigers J 
Tigers muft prey, and Rom* affords no prty 
But me and mine: how happy art thou then. 

From thefe deuourers to be banifhed ? 

But who comes with our brother Marcus hecre? 

Enter Marcus and Lat/ir ia. 

(Jlfarcus. Tit**, prepare thy noble eyes to weepe. 

Or ifnotfo, thy noble heart to breakc : 

1 bring confumirgforrow to thine age. 

Tttus. Willitccnfumeme? Let roe fee it then, 
t JMarc. This wasthy daughter, 

Titus. Why Marcus fo Ihe is. 

Lucius. Ayetr.e,thiiobie£f kils me. 

Titus'. Faint-harted boy, arife and lookc vpon her, 
Spcake L auinia , what acc urfed hand. 

Hath made thee handltUein thy Fathcrsfi^ht ? 

What foole hath added water tu the Sea? ° 

Or brought a faggot to bright burning Troy » 



Now 



And notv like Nylm it difdaineth bounds: 
Oiucmeafword lie chop offmy hands too, 
for they hauc fought for Rome, and all in vair 
And the> hauc nurft this woe, in feeding life: 
a “°? Je!eflc P*>y*r hauc they bene heldvp. 
And they hauc feru'dme to effcaieflc vfc. 
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The mo ft lame ?it able Tugedie 

Ithcferuicelrequireofthcro, 

Js that th cone w ill helpe to cut the other? 

Tis well Lxtiinia that thou haftno hands. 

For hands to do Rome feruice,h but vaine. 

Lucius, Speake gentle After who hath marterd thee? 
UMarcus. O that delightfull engine of her thoughts, 
That blabd them with Rich pleafmg eloquence. 

Is tornefromforihthatpretty hollow cage? 

Where like a fweet mellodiousbird it fung, 

Sweet varied notes inchauntmg euery eare. 

Lucius i Ohfay thou for her* who hath done this deede? 
OWarc. Ohthus Ifoundher ftrayinginthePaike, 
Seeking to hide hcrfelfe as doth the Deare 
That hath receaude fome vnrecuring wound. 

Tttus. It was my Deare* and he that wounded her? 
Hath hurt me more then had he kild me dead ; 

For now I (land as one vpon a Rock, 

Inuirond with a wildernesofSea, 

Who markes the waxing tide, grow waue by V/aHfy 
Expecting euer when fomeenuious furge, 

Will in his brinifh bow els fwallo w him. 

This way to death my wretched fonnesare gone, 

Heere ftands my other fonne, abanifht man, 

And l^eeremy brother weeping at my woes , 

Butthat which giucs my foule the greateftfparne* 

Is deere Lauinia, deercr thenroy foule. 

Had I butfecnethy picture in thisplight. 

It would haue madded me : what mall I doe, 

Nowe I bcholde thy liuely body fo? 

Thou haftno hands to wipe away thy tcares. 

Nor tongue to tell me who hath marterd thee : 

Thy husband he is dead, and for his death . , 

Thy brothers are conjdemnde, and dead by thrs. 

Look© Marcus, ah fonne Lucius looke on her, 



o c T it us Andromcm. 

\Vhen I did name her brothers, then frefh teare§« 

Stood on her cheekes, as doth the honny dew, 
Vponagathred Lillie almoft withered. (husoano, 

tJWarc. Perchancefhe weepesbecaufe they kild her 
Perchance becauft fhe knoweshim innocent* 

Tuns. If they did kill thy husband then be ioyfuH, 
Becaufethcluw hath tanercuengeonthem. 

No, no they Would not doe fo foule 'a deeds, 

Witnes the forrow that their fifter makes. 

Gentle Lanina let me kifTe thy lips, 

Ormakefome figrtehow Imay do theeeafet 
Shall thy good Vncle, and thy brother Lucius, 

And thou and I fit roundabout feme Fountain©, 

Looking all downewards tobeholdour cheekes 
How they are ffaind in meadowesyetnotdry, 

Wuhmiery Aims left on them by a flood . ? 

Ai:d in the Fountaioe fhall we gaze fo long, >' 

Till ihc tiefti tafte be taken from that cleerencs, „ 
And madeabrinepitwithourbittcrteares ? 

Or fliall we cut Sway our hands like thine ? 

Or thall we bite our tongues*and tndumbe ftcWS 
Pafle the remainder of our hatefull daies? 

What fliall we doe l let vs that haue our tongues 
Plot feme dciiife offurthe r miiery 
Tumakf vs wondred at in time to come. 

Lust, Sw-ttfatherceafeyonr teares, forat your grief© 

See how tny wretched After fobs and weeps. 

Ma>t. Patience deere Neece, good Titus drie thin© eyes*. 
Tttus. Ah Marcus, Marcus, Brother-well 1 wote, 

Tl;y napkin cannot drinke a teare of mine, 

For thou poore man haft drownd it with thine ow ne* 

Lhu. Ah my Lamnia I will wipe thy cheekes, 

Luus. Mark vW,*»'<r«.fnKirke,lvnde> ftand her Agnes,- 
Hat. flic a tongue to fpc*ke, now would fhs fay 




The moft lamentahlcTr die 

That to her brother which I (aid to thee. 

His Napkin with her true tcares all bewet. 

Can do no feruice on her forrow full cheekes. 

Oh what afimpathyofwoc is this! N 

As farre from helpe as Limbo is from bliffe. 

Enter Aron the Moore alone. 

Moore, Titus Andronicus, my Lord the Emperour, 
Sends thee this word, that if thou loue thy Tonnes, 

Let Marcus, Lucius, or thy felfe old TttttSj 
Or any oneofyou,chop off your hand, 

And fend it to the King, he for the fame, 

Will fend thee hither both thy fonnes aliue. 

And that fhall b e the ra unfome fot their fault. 

Titus. Oh grecious Emperour, oh gentle Aron 3 
DideuerRanenfingfo likcaLarkc, 

That giues fweet tydings of the Sunnes vprife ? 

With all my hart, lie fend the Emperour my hand, 
Good Aron wilt thou help to chopitofff 
kudus. Stay Father, for that noble hand of thine , 
That hath thtowne downe fo many enemies. 

Shall not be fent : my hand will feruc the turnc, 

JViy youth can better fparc my blood then you. 

And thereforemine fhall faue my brothers liues. 
c Marc. Which of your hands hath not defended Ro®e, 
And reard aloft the bloody Battleaxe, 

Wrighting deftruftionon the enemies Caflle £ 

Oh none of both but arc of high defert : 

My hand hath benebut idle, let it feme 
To raunfomemy two nephewes from their death, 
Thcnhauelkeptittoa wortbyend. 

Moore . Nay come agree whofe hand fhall goc along* 
.Forfearc they die beforetheir pardon come* 

Marcus. My hand fhall goe. 

Lstciuft By heauenitfhailnot goe'» 







ofTim An dronkub . 

r Titus. Sirsflriueno more, fuchwithred heaths asthefo 
Are theete for plucking vp, and therefore mine* 

Luciu. Sweet Father, if I lhallbe thought thy fonne, 

Let me redeeme my brothers both from death. 

Menus, Andfor our fathers fake, and mothers care, 

Nowletmefhow abrotherslouetothee. 

Titus. Agree bet weene you, I will spare my hand* 

Lttcms, Then He goe fetch an Axe. 

cjMarc. But I will vfethe Axe. Exeunt* 

Titus. Comehithcr Aron, lie dcceiue them both, 

Lend me thy hand, and I will giue thee mine. 

Moore. If that be calddcceit,! will be honelt. 

And neuerwhilft I liue dcceiue men fo: 

But He dcceiue you in another fort. 

And that youlc fay ere halfe an houre pane. 

Hee cuts off Titus hand* 

Enter Lucius and Marcus again? * 

Titus. Now ftay yourftrifcjwhatfhallbeisdifpatchtS 
Good Aron giue his Maieftie my hand, 

Tellhim it was a hand that warded him 
From thoufand dangers: bid him bury it: 

More hath it merrited : Thatletithauc. 

Asfor my fonn es, fay I account of them, 

Asiewelspurchaft at an eaficprice, 

And yet deere too, becaufel bought mine o^vne. 

Aron. I goe Audrontciis, andfor thy hand, 

Lookeby andbytobaue thy fonnes with thee. 

Their headsl meanc : Oh how this villanv. 

Doth fat me with the very thoughts of it. 

Letfooles doe good, and faire men call for grace, 

Aron will haue his foule blacke like his face, Exit* 

F Thus 



The ntofl lamentable Tf^ge die 

Titnu Ohecrcl lift tbisone hand vp to heaucn. 

And bow thisfceblc ruine to the earth, 

It any power pitties wretched teares, 

To that I call : what would thou knede with me? 
Doethen deare heart, for heaucn (hall hcarc our prayers, 
Or with our fighs weele breath the welkin dimme> * 
Andftainethe funne with foggeasfometime clouds 
When they do hug him in their melting boforocs. 

M arcus. Oh hrother fpeake with poffibilitics. 

And dc not breake into thefe deepe extreames* 

Titus 4 Isnot my forrow deepen hauing nobottome? 
Then be my paffios bottomlefle with them# 

Marcus . But y et let reafon gouerne thy lament. 

Titus, lfrhere were reafon for thefe miftrics, 

Then into limits could I bindc my woes: 

When heaucn doth weepe, doth not the earth dreflow? 
If the modes rage, doth northefca wax mad, 
Threatning the welkin with his bigfwolne face ? 

And wilt rhou haueareafonfor this coile? 
lam thefea, Harkehow her fighes doc flow 
Sheeis* the weeping welkin, I the earth : 

Then muff iny Sea be moued with her fighes, 

Then mu ft my earth with her continual! teares,. 
Become a deluge : ouerSowed and drowned : 

For why, my bowels cannot hide her woes. 

But like a, drunkard mufti vomit them. 

Then.giucme Jcaue, forloofcrs will hane leaue, 

To eafetheu ftomackes with their bitter tongues.. 



Enter, a mejfenger with two heads and a hand. 

Msjfen. W orthy Anarcnicu^xW art thou repaid^ 
For tiiat good hand thou fentft the Emperour: 
Heere are the heads of thy two noble fonnes* 



And 



\ 



Exit: 



of Titus Andronicus. 

A nA hccres thv hand in fcornc to thee fent backe s 
T^griefes theirfports*. Thyrefolutionmockt : 

That woe isme to thinke vpon thy woes. 

More then remembrance of my fathersdeath# 

rSdtc. Now let hot jEtnacoolein Cicilie* 

And be my hartaneuer-burnmg hell . 

Thefe rniftries are more then may be born«. 

To weepe with them that weepe, doth cafefome dealc, 

Rut forrow flouted at, is double death. 

Ah that this fight fhould make fo deepe a wound. 
And vet detefted hftnot flirmke thereat : 

That euer death fhouldleclife beare his name, 

Where life hath no more intereft but to breath. 

Man. Alas poore hart thackiffeis comfoitlefTe, 

As frozen water to a ftaruedfnake. 

Tim When will this fearefull Humber haue an end? 
<jM au Now farewell flatteric, die Jndr omens, 

Thoudoft not flumber, fee thy two fonnes heads. 

Thy warlike hand, thy mangled daughter hcere 1 
Thy other banifiitfOnne with this deere fight 
Struckc pale and bloodlefle,and thy brother I, 

Euen like a flony Image, cold and nurnme. 

Ah now no more will I controule my griefes, „ 

Rent of thy filuer haire, thy other hand 

Gnawing with thy teeth, and be this difmall fight 
The doling vp of our mofl wretched eyes: 

Now is a time to florme, why art thon ftill ? 

Titus. Ha, ha, ha* , . . , , 

Marc. Why doft thou laugh? it fits not with thisheure* 
Tutu. Why ihauenot another teareto fhed : 

Befides, this forrow is an cnemie, 

And would vfurpe vpon my watry eyes. 

And make them blinde with tributarie teares* 

Thenwhich way iliallifindeReuenges Caue? 

E 2 
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For thefe two heads doe feeine to fpeake torhe, 

And threat me, I /hall neuer come to blifte. 

Till all thefe mifchiefes be returnd againe, 

Euen in their throats that haue committed them* 
Come let me fee what taskel haue to doe. 

You heauiepeoplc, circle me about, 

T hat I may turne me to each one of you, 

And fweare vntomy foule to right your wrongs, 

The vow is made, come Brother take a head. 

And in this hand the other will I bearc. 

And Ltminia thouihalt be imploydin thefe Armes, 
Bearethou my handfweet wench betwcene thy teeth : 
As for thee boy , goe get thee from ray fight. 

Thou art an Exile, and thou mud not flay, 

Hie to the G.othes , and raife an army there, 
Andifyoulouenie,as 1 thinke you doe, 

Let’s kifie and part, for we haue much to doe. 

Exeunt, 

Lucius , Farwell Andronicus my noble Father: 

The wofulft man that euer liude in Home : 

Farewell proud Rome till Lucius come againe. 

He loues his pledges dearer then his life : 

Farewell Lautrna my noble filler, 

O would thou wert as thou to fore haft bene, 

But no w nor Lucius nor Laumia 1 iues 
But in obliuion and hate fall griefes : 

If Lucius liuc he will requite your wrongs, . 

And make proud Saturnine and his Bmpreffe 
Beg at the gates like T irejuin and his Queene* 

Now will l to theGothes and raife a power, 

To be rcuengdon Rome and Saturnine,. 



Exit Lucius 



of Thun Androwcun* 

Enter Lucius f°* m a *d Quinta running af t n him , and 
the boy flits f r0m her with his bookes vndtr 
his arme. 

Enter Tim and Marcus , 

j> Her , Helpe Grandfier helpe, ray Aunt Uttim* 

Folio wes me euery where 1 know not why. 

Good Vncle Marcus fee how fwiftftie comes, 

Alasfweet Aunt, 1 know not what you meane. 

Match, Stand by me Lucius, doe not fearc thine aunt, 
Titus, She loues thee boy too well to dotheeharme. 

Paer. I when my father was in Romefhe did, 

Marcus Whatmeanesmy NeeceL^w^by thefefignes? 
Titus , Feareher not Lucius (otncwhut doth /he means. 
See Luciai fee, how much fhemakesofthec: 

Some whether would fhchauethee goe with her. 

Ah boy, Cornelia neuer w ith more care 
Red to her fonnes then (he hath red to thee, 

Sweet Poctiy, and Tullies Oratour : 

Canft thou roc gefle w herefore /he plies thee thus? 

Puer. My Lord I know not J, nor can I gelle, 

Vnlefl’e fome fit or frenzie do poflefle her : 

For I haue heard my Grandfier fay full oft, 

Extremitie of griefes would make men mad. 

And Ihauc red that Hecuba of T roy, 

Ran mad through forrow, that made me to fcare 
Although my Lord, I know my noble Aunt, 

Loues me as deare as ere ray mother did, 

And would not but in fury fright ray youth. 

Which mad i ms do vne to throw ray bookes and rliej 
Cauftesper haps, but pardon me fweet Aunt, 

And Madam, it my V tide Marcus goe, 



7 he mofl lamentable Tragedies 

I will rnoft willingly attend your Ladyfhip. 

Marc. Lucius I will. 

'tit us. Row now Lauinia, Marcus what meanes this? 
Some booke there is that /he defires to fee : 

Which i s it girle of theft? open them boy. 

But thou art decperread and better skild, 

Cotneand take choyfe of all my Library, 

And fo beguile thy borrow, till the heauens 1 
Reueale the dambd contriuer of this deede. 

Why lifts /he vp her armes in fequence thus ? 

1 Marc. 1 thinlcc /hetneanes that there was more then one 
Confederate in the faff, 1 more there was : 

Or elfe to heauen /he heaucs them for reitenge, 

Titus. Lucius what booke is that Hie tofleth fo ? 

Puer. Grandficr us Ouids Metamorphofis, 

My mother gaue it me, 
eJMarc. For loue of her thats gone. 

Perhaps /he culd it from among the reft, 

Titus. Sofc,fo bufily it cturnestheleaues, 

Hclpe her, what would /he finde? Lauinia fhall Iread ? 
Thisisthetragicke vat of Philomel, 

And treates oiTerem treafon and his rape, 

And rape! ftare was roote of thine annoy. ^ 

Marc. See brother fee note how /he quotes the leaues? 
Titus. Lauinia, were thou thus furpriz d fw eet gitlc, 
Rauiiht and wr ongd as Philomela was, 

Bored in the ruthlefle, vaft, and gloomy woods ? 
See,fce,l fuch a place there is where wedid hunt, 

(O hadweneuer, neuer hunted there) 

Patternd by that th e Poet heere deferibes, 

By nature made for murthers and for rapes. 

Marc. O why fhouldnaturebuildfofouleadctl, 

Vnlefl'e the Gods delight in tragedies ? 

Ttt. Giue fignes fweet gitlc for heere are 



nonsbut friends. 

What 



ofTimAndronkm] 

What Romane Lord it was durft do the deede ? r 
Or flonke not Saturnine ,as T arquin erft, < 

XhatlefttheCampe to finneinZ.«m’cebed. 

Marc. Sit downe fweet Neece, brother fit downe by me, 

JmlloyPaltas, loue ,ol Mercury, 

Infpire me that I may this treafon finde. 

My Lord looke heere, looke heere Lauinia ♦ 

He writes bis T^ame with his fieffc* and guides it 
with feete and mouth. 

This fandie plot is plaine, guide i f thou canft 

This after me, 1 hane writ my name, 

Without the hdpe ofany handatal!. 

Curft be that hart that forit vs to this fhift : 

Writethou good Ncece, and heere difplay at laft, 

What God will haue difeouered for reuenge, 

Heauen guide thy pen to print thy forrowes plaine. 

That yjemay know the traytors and the truth. 

She takes tie ftaffe in her mouth , and guides it with her 
fiumpes, and writes, 

Tttus. Oh doe ye read my Lord what /he hath writ, 
StuprHM) Chiron*) Demetrius* 

Marc ♦ What, what, the lulTfbll fbnnesof 
Performers of thish.dnous bloody deede? 

Titus . Magm Dormnaior poli, 

Tam Untus audts fceUrtytam knt'HS vides? 

Aiara Oh calme theegentle Lord, although I know 
There is enough written vpon this earth,' 

To/firreainmenie inthemildeft thoughts, v 
Andarmethemindeso/inlantsto exciaimes. 

My Lord kneeledownevuthme,- Lauinia knede,. 

And 
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The mo ft lamentable Tragedie 

And kncclc fweete boy, the Romaine Heftorshope, 
And fweare with me, as with the wofull fecre. 

And father of that chaft diflionoured Dame, 

Lord luntus 'Brutus fweare for Lutrpet _rape, 

That wc willprofccuteby goodaduife 
Mortall reuenge vpon thefetray terousGothes, 

And fee their blood, or diewiththisreproch. 

Titus. Tis fure enough, and you knew how. 

But if you huntthefe Beare whelpes^hen beware* 
TheDam will wake, and if fhc winde yo u once, 

Sheets with the Lyon deepely ftill in league. 

And lull* him whilft ihe playeth on her back. 

And when he flcepes will Hie do what ihe hit. 

You are a young huntfman UWarcui, let it alone, 

And cornel will goe get a leafe of braffc, 

And with a gadofftecle will write thefe words, 

And lay it by : the angry Northerne winde, 

Will blow thefe fands like Mels leaues abroad. 

And wberesyour leffon then/boy what fay you? 

Puetl fay my Lord, that if I were a nnan, 

Their mothers bed-chamber fhould not be fafe. 

For theie badbond-mcn to the y oake of Rome. 

OPlarc. I thats my boy , thy father hath full oft, 

For his vngratefull country done the ; like. 

Puer. And Vncklefo will I, and if lime* 

Tttus. Come goe with me into mine Armorie, 
Lft cius He fit thee, and withall, my boy 
Shall carry from roe to the Emprefle fonnes, 

Preients that 1 intend to fend them both. 

Come, come, thoulc do th y mefTage, wilt thounoft , 
Puer. I with my dagger in their bofomes Grandhor. 
Taut. No boy not ib,Ile teach thee another courfe, 
Luuinia come, CMarcus looke to my houfc, 

Lnciut andJilegoc braueit at theCourt. 



of Thus Andronicus'. 

I marry will we fir, and weelebe waited on* Exeunt • 

Otfarc. O hcauens 1 can you hcarc a good man grone 
And not relent, or not companion him ? 

Marcus attend him in hisextafie. 

That hath more fears offorrow in his hart. 

Then foe-mens markes vpon hisbattredfhicld, 

But yet foiuft, that he will not reutnge, 

Reucngethe heauens for old Audronwut* Exit 

Enter Aron, Chiron and Demetrius at one d«re, and at another 
dore young Ltsctus and another , vrith a bundle of 
weapons, and verges writ vpon them • 

fhiron . Demetrius hecres the fonne of Lucius, 

He hath feme meflage to deliuer vs. 

Aron. 1 fotnemad meflage from his mad Grandfather. 
Puer. My Lords, with all the humblcneslmay, 

I greeteyour honours from Andr omens, 

And pray theRomane Gods confound you both. 

Demt. Gramerck lonely Lucius, what’s the newes? 

Puer. That youareboth aecipherd, that’s the newes. 

For villainesmarkt with rape. May itpleafe you. 

My Grandfierwcl! aduifdchath fentby me. 

The goodlieft weapons of his Armorie, 

To gratificyour honourable youth 
The hepe of Rome, for fo he bad me fay s 
And lo 1 do, and with his gifts prefent 
YourLordfiiipSjWhen cueryou haueneedc, 
i ou may be armed 'and appointed well, 

And follcaueyou both ; like bloody villaines'. Exit * 

Deme, What’sheere? a fcrole- and written round about j 1 
Lets fee, 

l ntego vituf elerifqite purus , non eget maury iaculis net arcus* 
ircn ' ^ t,s a v erfe in Horace , I know it w elJ. 
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I read it in the Gramraer long ago?* 

Moore ! iuft, a ver/ein Horace* rigbf,yott haucit, 

Now what a thingitistpbean Aue. 

Heercs no found icft> the old man hath found their gilt a 
Andfcndsthe weapons wraptabout with lines, 

T hat woi!nd(btyond their fee!ing)to the quick*. 

But were our witty Enaprefle Weil a foote. 

She would applaud Aadrenicus conceit, 

But let her reft in her vnrett awhile. 

And now young Lords, waft not a happy ftarre, 

Led vs to Rome flrangm. and more then fo 
Captiues to be aduaaetd to this height ? 

It did me goodbeforethePaliac-i gate, 

To.braue the.Tribune in his brothers hearing. 

‘Demet. Buc me more good to fee fo great a Lord, 

Baiely infinuate, and fend vs gifts. 

Moore Had he not reafonLord Demetrius 
Did you not vfehis daughter very friendly? 

Dtfj net* l would we had a thoufand RomaneDamts 
At fuch abay, by turne to ferue our luft. 

Chiron. A charitabi'c wiih and full of lout. 

Moore, tit ere lacks but your mother for to fay Amen, 
Cbkon. And that would fhc fortyventy thbufand more. 
Demet, Come let vs goe and pray to all the Gods 
For our beloueci mother in her paines. 

Moore. Pray to tl*. deuils, tbegodshauegiuenvsouer. 
Trumpets found. 

*Dcm, Why dothe Emperorsttiutnpets flourifhthusf 
Chiron. Belike for ioy the Emperour hath a lonne. 
Dtme. Soft, who comes hate ? 

Enter Nttrfi with a hldche a M oore childe. 

Good morrow Lori s , O tellrnR/.iid you Ice Aecrl't 

Aron. Well more or Idle, or nerc a w hit at ail, (Moote 

Heere 






ofTimAndronieui, 

.r - is and what vixthAron now ? 

Oh gentle Avon, we are all vndone, 

J? tine or woe betide thee euermote. 

N r.» b Why what a catterwalling doft thou keepe, 

^ anft «hou wrap and fumble in thine armes? 
what d°ft thou wr p from h eauens - 
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on. To vvhome ? . , 

^fwhy!hc"fl,c is the DtuilsDam a iorfullito. 

w«,ri. AiLi«>‘ lifroaU - b ' acke ’ a j df ‘ >rt ° wM1,fl 

Heercisthebabeasloathfomeasatoad, 

Sweetblows,youareabeautious bloiTome fur « 

Verne, ViUaine what haft thou done? 

Aron. That which thou canft not vndoe. 

Chiron. Thou haft vndone our mother. 

Aron. ViUaine, lhauedonethy mother. 

iemeu An d therein helliflj dog thou ™ 

Woetoherchance,anddambdherloathedc r > » 

Accurft theoffpring offofoule a trend. 

Chiron • It (hall not line. 

Aron. Itlhall not die. 

Nurfe. Aron it mutt, the mother wils it fo. 

Avon. What muft it Nurfe? thenletnomanbut J, 
Doe execution on my flfcfh and Diood. 

^ - T 1 : L *T*V 



oe execution on my flefh and olcoa, 

Dcm. lie broach the tadpole on my Rapiers pomt, 
[wrf€giwcicn^e,n)y fwo^dihall foonediipatc 

, G 2. 
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Aron. Sooner this fword fh all plow thy bowels vp. 

Stay rnurtberous viliainer, will you kill your brother# 
Now by the burning tapers oftheskie, . 

That /hone fo brightly when this boy wasgot, 
jHe dies vpon my Semitars fharpe point, 

That touches this my Hrft borne fonne and heire . 
i tell you younglings, not Enceladw, 

With al! h is thrcatningbandofTyphourbtoodcf 
Norgreat Aki&cs^ nor the God of warre, 

Shall ceazethis prey out of hi * fathers hands : 

What, what, yefanguinc /hallow hartedboyes* 

Yec white-Iimbdc walls, ye ale-houfe painted (ignes, 
Colc-blackcis betterchen another hue, 

In that it fcornes to bcare another hue ♦ 

For all the water in the Ocean, 

Can neucr turne the Swaps blacke legs to white. 
Although /lie lane them hourely in the flood: 

Tell the EmprelTe from me I am of age 
To keepemineowne,excufeit how /he can# 

Dtmet. Wilt thou betray thy noble rniflris thus? 

Aron* My miftris is my miftrb , this my felfe, 

The vigoui^aud thepiftureofmy youth ; 

This before all the world do 1 preferre, 

This matigtr all the world will I keepe fafe, 

Or fomeof )ou (hall frnoake for it in Rome, 

Demet. By this our mother is for euer fharnde. 

Chiron , Rome will defpife her for this foule cfcape* 
Nurfc. TheEmperourinhisrage will Joome her death# 
Chiron ♦ 1 blufh to thinke vpon this ignomie# 

Ar 0 n % Why theres the priuilcdge your beauty bcares*: 
Fie trecherous hue, that will betray with b kilning 
Theclofe tn tl £handcounfds efeheharc 2 V 

Heeres a young lad framefe ofanother leere, 

Lookehoyv th^ blacke flaue (miles vpon the father, 
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ftjwho (hould fey, old Lad I am thine ownc i 
Hei* your brother Lords, fenfibly fid 
Ofthat felfe blood that firft gauelife to you. 

And from that wombe where youimprifoned were. 

He is infranchifed and come to light s 
Nay he is your brother by the furerfide, 

Although my fcale be ftamped in his face. 

7{jtrfe. Aron what fhall I fay vnto the Empreffe# 
Demet, Aduife thee Aron, what is to be done, 

And we willallfubfcribeto thy aduife: 

Saucthou the childe fo w c may all be fafe. 

Aron, Then lit we downeandletvs all confult. 
Myfonneandi willhauetbe windeofyov; 

Keepe there, now talke at pleafure ofyour lafety. 
Demet. How many women faw this childe of his ? 
Aron, Why fobraue Lords, when we ioyne m league 
I am a Lambe, but if you brauc the Moore, 

The chafed Bore, the mountaine Lycneffe, 

The Ocean (wells not Co as Aron {formes : 



But fay againe, how many faw the childe i 
Nurfe, Cornelia, the midw ife and my felfe f 
And no oneelfebut thedeliuei ed EmprclTe. > 

Aron. 1 hcEmprdl?,the Midwife, and your felfe, 
Twomay keepe counfell when the thirdsaway : 

Goeto the EmprcUe, tell herthisl faid, Hekillshed 

Weeke,week,fo criesaPigge prepared tothefpit. 

Demet. Whatmeanfl thou Aron, wherefore didft thou this 

ct^n n. ^ k° Ic ^ 6r, tis a decdol pollicie, 
ohall (heljue to betray this gilt of ours ? 

ong tongu’d babling Goflip, no Lords no : 

And now be it knowne to you my fullintcnt. 
r, ot a ' r ®> 0Ti zcMHliteus my Country-man 
us wi.e b ut yefternight was brought to bed, 
fin chude is like to her, Fauces yon are : 

G 3 Goe 
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Goepacke with him, and giue the mother gold, 

And tell them both the circumftanceof all, 

And how by this th^irchildelTiall beaduaualt, 

And be receiuedfortheEmperoursheyre, 

And lubffituted inthe place of mine, 

Tocaltne this tempeft whirling inthe Court, 

And let the Esnperour dandle him for h.s owne. 

Harkeye Lords, ye fee I haue giuen her phiflek, 

And you mull noedes bellow her funeral!. 

The fields are neere, and you are gallant Groomes: 

This done,fee that you take no longer dates 
But fend the Midwife prefently tome. 

The Midwife and theNorfe vvellmadeaway. 

Then let theLadies tattle what they pleafe. 

Chiron, Aron 1 fee thou wilt not trull the ay re with fectets, 
For this cate ofTamora, 

Herfclfe and hers are highly bound to thee. txm 

Aron, Now to the Gothes, aslwiftas fwallew flies. 
There to difpofe this treafure in mine armefi, 

And fecrctly to greete the Emprelle friends s 
Come on you chick-lipt-llauc, Ilebeareyou hence, 

For it is you that puts vs to our fhiftss 

lie make you teed on berries, and on rootes, • 

Andfeedeon curds and whay,andlucketheGo3te, 

And cabbin in a Cauc, and bring you vp 
To be a warriour, and commauod a Campe. 

Enter Titus, old Marcus, young Lucius, on dotheroenikniu, 
with howes-y And Titus hearts the arrows mt o 
Letter? on the ends of them* 

Titus, Come Marcus, come.kinfmen this is the way, 
Sir boy let me fee your archcrie, . , 

Looke yee draw home enough and ti* there flraig b ^ 
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Terris Aftrea feliquit, be you retnembred Marcus'. 
Shcesgone, fhees fled, firs take you to your tooles, 

You Cofens (hall goe found the Ocean, 

And call your nets, happily you may finde her in the fca, ; 
Yet theres as little iuftice as at Land: 

No Pnblsus 2 r\ 6 .Sempromns, you mufl doe it, 

Tis yon mull dig with mattocke,and with fpaftle. 

And pierce the inmofl center of the earth. 

Then when you come to hlmoes Region-, 

I pray you deliuer him this petition , 

Tell him it is for iullice and for aide. 

And that it comes frorodld Andronicut, 

Shaken withfonowes in vngratefullRome. 

Ah Rorne,wtll, well, I made thee miferabie, 

Whattime 1 threw the peoples fnfifrages 
On him that thus doth tyrannize ore me. 

Goegetyou gone, and pray be carefull all, 

And leaue you not a man ofwarre vnlearcht. 

This wicked Emperfiur may haue Ihipt her hence, 
Andkinfuien then we may goe pipe for iullicc, 

Marc, O Publius is not this a heauie cafe 
To fee thy noble V ncle thus dillradt ? 

Pubis. Therefore my Lords it highly vs concern.es,' 

By day and night fatrend him carefully : 
Andfeedehishumour kindely as wemay, 

Tifttirae beget fomecarefull reicedic. 

Marcus, Kinfmcn,his fonowes are paflremedie, 

Icyne with the Gocius,aod with reuengefull wane, 

1 ake wreakcon Rome for this ingratitude, 

Andvengeaece onthc tray to. Saturnine. 

Turn, Publius how now, hc-w now my Mainers , 
vviiatbaue you met with her? 

Pabh, Moray good Lord, but Pluto femkyou WOfd, 
i you will haue rcuenge from hell you fihall, 

M arrie 
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Marric for Iuftice (he is fo iroployd, 

He thinkcs with lorn in heauen.or fome where elfe, 

So that perforce you mud needs flay a time- 
T^.Hedoth me wrong to feed me with delayes. 

He diue into the burninglake below. 

And pull her out of Acaron by the hecles. 

CMarcus wearebut Ibru b s , no Ceda rs w e. 

No big-bond-men,framd of the Cyclops fize, 

Bucmettal Marcus, fteelc to che very backe. 

Yet wrung with wrongs more then our backs eanbeare. 
And fit h theres.no iuftice in earth nor hell. 

We will folicitc hcauen, and moue the Cods, 

To fend downe Iuftice for to wreakc our wrongs . 

Come to this geare,you are a good Archer Match ♦ 

He giHcs them the Air owes. 

AH Ioxem , thats for' you, here Apollonem, 

AH Martens, thats for my felic, 

Here boy to Pallas, here to Mercury, 

To Saturnine to Cains , not to s * t * r ” i *‘* . , 

You w ere as good to (hoote agamft the wsndc. 

Too it boy, Marcus loofe when 1 bid, 

Ofmy word, I haue written to effect, 

n-f' ‘"‘o * te ^ 

Goodboy in Forgoes lap, gnu it , M j?e 

CM*rc. My Lord,l aimea mile beyond the Moore, 

Your letter is with letter by this. . , 

Tim. Ha, ha, Puhhus,Publsus ' what haft thou done 

' htC ’ 0Ut,> jw 



of Titus Andronicu£ 

Enter the Q™ nt with 4 M? *% " ** 

Taut’ Newes,newes from hcauen, 

Marcus the poaft is eome, 

Sirrawhatcydings, haue you any letters . x 

ken them do w nc againe,for the man mull not be hangd 

the next weeke. , 

Titus. But whatfaies ftepiter I aske thee . 

Clewne . Alashr I know not Isspiterx 
1 neuer dranke with him in all my lira 
Titus. Why villaine art not thou the Carrier . 

Clowne. 1 ofmy pidgions fir, nothing els. 

Titus. Why, didft thou not co me from hcauen? 

Clewne. Fromheauen! alas fir, I neuer came there, 

God forbid I Ihould be fo bold, toprefle toheauen m my 

youngdayes. , 

Why 1 am going with my pidgions to the tribunall I J lebs,to 
take vpa matter ofbrawle, betwixt my Vncle,andcne of 
the Emperialls men. 

-Marcus. Why fir, that is as fit as can be to feme for your 
Oration, andlethimdeliuerthe pidgions to the Emperour 
from you. 

Titus. Tellmeecan youdcliticran Oration to the Em- 
perour with a grace? 

Clowne. Nay truely fir, Icould neuer fay grace in all my 
life. 

Thus. Sjrra some hither, make no more adoc, 

hi . 
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Butgiue your Pidgionstothe Eraprour, 

By roe chou (halt haue iufticeat his hands* 

Hold, hold, raeane while here’s money for thy charges, 
Giueme pen and inke. 

Sirra.cah you with a grace dcliucr a Supplication? 

Clotrne. I fir* 

Titus. Then here is a fupplication for you, and when you 
come to him, at the firft aproach you mull kncele,then.kiffc 
hisfoote, thendeliuer vp your Pidgions, and then look for 
your reward. 

lie be at hand fir, fee you doe it brauelie. 

Clique. I warrant you fir, let me alone. 

Titus. Surra haft thou a knife ? Come let me fee it. 

Here tJMareus, fold it in the Oration, 

For thou haft made it like an humble Suppliant. 

And when thou haft giuen it the Empcrour, 

Knockeat my dore.andtcllme what hefayes. 

@ome. God be with you fir, I will. Exit, 

Thus* Come Mareus let vs Publius follow me. 

Exeunt, 

Enter Emperour and Emprtffe , and her twofo»nes t the 
Emptro ur brings the yl^tovpts in his hand 
that T tt us [hot at hsm, 

Satur* Why Lords, what wrongs are thefe? w as cuer (pent 
An Emperour in Rome thus ouerborne. 

Troubled, confronted thus, and for the extent 
Of cgall iciftice, vfde in fuch contempt? 

My Lords.you know the mi^htfull Gods, 

How euer thefe dilturbers of our peace 
Buzin the peoples cares, there nought hathpaft, 

But euen with la w agaiaft the wilfuil fonr.es ^ 
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But iflliucj hisfamed extafies 
Shall be no (helter to thefe outrages, 

But he and his (hall know thaUufticehues 
In Saturninus health, whome if he ucepe, 

Hcelefoawake, as hem fury (haft 

Cut off the proud’ft confpiratour thathues* 

T amor a. My gracious Lord, my louely Saturrssne-i 
Lord of my life, commaunder ofmy thoughts, 

Calme thee,andbeare thefaults of Turn age, 

Th’effefts of forrow fothis valiant fonne*, 

Whofe Ioffe hath pearft him deepe, and fcard his hart, 

And ra ther comfort his dift r effe dpi ight, 

Then profecute the meaneft or the beft 

Foi thefe contempts : Why thus it fliall become 

Hie witted Tamer a to glofe with all : 

But Titus I haue touched thee to the qmckc. 

Thy life blood out : if Aron now be wife, 

Thcnisallfafe, the Anchor’s in the port. 

Enter ClaVcne. 

How now good fellow wouldft thou fpeakc with vs . 

CloWe. Ycaforfooth, and your Mifterfmp be tmpcnalU 

H 2 Tamo, 
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imora. EmprefTe I am, but yonder fits the Eajperoun’ * 
Aovne. Tis h e,God and Saint Stephen giue you good d«n 
I haue brought you a letter and a couple of pigions heere. ' 



Hereadttbe Letter. 

5W#r, Goe take himaway and hang him urefently. 
Clowe. How much money mufti haue? ' 

Tamer a, Comcfirra, you muff be hanged. 

Clowe, Hangd, be Lady then.I haue brought vp aneefr 
toarairecnd, & ^ CCK 

Exit, 

Sat nr. Difpightfull and intollerable wrongs, 

Shall I endure tbismonftrous villany ? 

2 know from whence this fame deuife proccedcs; 

May this be borne, as if histrayterous fonnes, 

1 hatdide by law formurtherof our brother, 

Haue by my naeanes bene butchered wrongfully? 

Goe dragge thevillaine hither by the haire, 

Nor age, nor honour, ftiall Ihapeprimledge, 
Forthisproud mockellebcthy (laughter man, 

Sly franrickc wretch, that holpft to make me great, 

In hope thy felfe flipald gouerne Rome arid me. 

Enter Nuntius Smillius. 

Saturn. What newes with thee Emillim 1 
Emil. Armc my Lords, Rome ntuerhad morccatde, 
The G ethes haue gathered head, and vy i th a po w er 
Of high refolued men, bent to the fpoylc. 

They hither march amatr.e vndcr conduct 
Of Lucius 3 fonne to old Andrcmctts . 

Who threats in courfe of this reuenge todec 

As 
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A < much as eucr Cerielantts did. . 

Kin? Is warlike Lucmt Generali of the Gothes, 

1 now begins our forro w es to approach, 

Tis hcche common people louefa much, 

My felfe hath often heard them fay , „ 

Whenl haue wallced-likc a priuate man. 

That Lucius banifhment was w rongf ull y , 

And they haue wilht that Lucmt were their Emperour. 
Tamorl. Why ftiouldy oufeare,isnot your Gitty ftrong. 
King. I but the Cittizens fauour Lnwty 

And will reuolt from nie to fuccour him. 

Tamora. Kwg> be thy thoughts- imperious like thy name. 
Is the Sunne dimd, that Gnats doflteinit ? 

The Eagle fuffers little birds to hng, 

And is notcarefull whattheymeane thereby, 

Knowing that with- the fhadow oi his wings, 

He can at pleafure flint their melodie. 

Euen fo mayell thou the giddy men of Rome, 

Then cheare thy fpirit.for know thou Emperour, 

I will enchaunt the old AnAronicns , 

With words more fweet and yet more dangerous 
Then baites to filh, orhonny ftalkes to Iheepc, 

■When asthe one is wounded with thebaite, 

Theother rotted-with deliciousfeede, 

Kmg. But he will not entreat his fonne for vs. 

Tamor. \iTamora entreat him then he will. 

For 1 can fmooth and fill his aged eare. 

With golden promifes, that were his heart • 
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Almoft impregnable, his old -yeares deafe, 

Yet fhould both eare and hart obey my tongue 
Goethou before tobeour EmbafTadour, 

Say that the Emperour requefts a parly 
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Of warlike L««W, and appoint the meeting. 

Ernillitu doe this niedage honourably. 

And ifhc flan din hoftagefor hisfafety, 
Bidhimdemaund what pledge will pleafe himbeft. 
EmtUiut, Your bidding Hull I doe cffe&ually. 

^ Xit% 

Tamora. Now will I to that old Andromcus, 

And temper him with all the Artlhaue, 

To pluclceproud Lucius from the warlike Gothet* 

And now fwcet Empcrour be blith againc, 

And bury all thy feare in ray deuifes. 

Satur. Thcngocfucccflantly and plead to him. 

Extuni. 

Enter Lucius with an Army of (jot bet 3 with 
D rum and S ouldiers . 



Luciui. Approucd warriours, and my faithfull friends, 
I haue reccaued letters from great Rome, 

Which fignifies what hate they beare their Empcrour, 
Andhow defirous ofour fight they are. 

Therefore great Lords be as your titles w itnes, 
Imperious and impatient of your wrongs, 

And wherein Rome hath done you any fcathe. 

Let him make treble fatiffa&ion. 

Cjotb. Brane flip fprungfrom the great Andtonttusi 
Whofcnarac was once our terrour, now our comfort, 
Whofe high exploits and honourable deeds, 
Ingratefull Roraerecpiitts with foule contempt. 

Be bold* in vs,weelc follow where thou leadfl, 

Like flinging Becsin hotteft Sommers day, 

Led by tneir maifler to the flowred fields, 

And be auengd on curfcd T amor a s 
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Andashefaith, fo fay weal! with him. „ 

Luciut. I humbly thanke him and I thank you all • 

But who comes hecrcledbyalufty Goth l 

Enters Gothleading of Aron with his child 
. in his ama. 

Goth, Renowned Luciuj from our croups I firaid, 

To gaze vpon a ruinous Monafterre, 

Andaslcarneftly did fixe mine eye 
Vponthe wafted building,fuddaincly 
k I heard a childecry vnderneath a walls 
5 made vnto thenoyfe,when foonel heard, 

The crying babe controld with this difeourfe J 
Teacetawny flaue, halfeme.andhalfe thy dam. 

Did not thy hue bewray whofe brat thou art, 

Had nature lent thee but thy mothers look e, 
Villaincthou mightfl haue bene an Empcrour. 

But where the Bull and Cow are both milk white, 

They neucr do beget 2 colc-blacke Calfe : 

Peace villainc peace, euen thus he ratesthe babe, 
Forlmufl beare thectoa trufly Goth, 

Who when he kno w ts thou art the Empreflc babe^ 

Will hold thee dearely for thy mothers fake. 

With this my weapon drawne J ruflrt vpon him, 
Surprizd him l'uddainely, and brought him hither 
To vfe as you thinke needcfull of the man. 

Lucius. Oh worthy Goth, this is the incarnate dcuUL 
That robd Andronicus of his good hand: 

This is the Pcarle that plcafd your EmprefTe eye. 

And heeres the bafefruit of his burning In ft/ 

Say vrall-ey d flauc whether would ft thou eonuay 
This growing Image of thy fiendlike face ? 

Why deft notlpcake* what deafe,not a words 
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A haltct Souldiers, hang him on this tree, 

And by his fide hisfruit otBaftardie. 

Aren. Touch not the boy , heis of Roy all blood* 

L'ict. Too like the Syreforeuer being good, 

Firft hang the childethat he may fee it fprall, 

A fight to vexc the fathers foalewithall. 

Aron. Get me a ladder , Lucias fauethe childe, 

And beareit ft ova me to the Emprefle : 

If thou doe this, He Ihcw thee wondrous things. 

That highly may aduantage thee to hearej 
If thou wilt not, befall what may befall. 

He fpeake no more but vengeance rot you all. 

Lucius. Say on, and ifitpieafe roe which thou fpeakft, 
Thy childe lhall line, and I will fee it nourilht. 

Aron. And if it pleafe thee? why allure thee Lucius , 
Twill vexethy foule tohcarewhatl lhall fpeake: 

For I muft talke of murthers, rapes, and maflacres, 

A&s ofblacke sights, abhominablc deeds, 

Complots ofmifchiefe, treafon, villanies 
Ruth full to heare, yet pittioufly performd. 

And this lhall all be buried by my death, 

Vnlefle thou fweare to me my childe flrall Hue. 

Lucms . Tell on thy mindc, I fay thy childe lhall liue. 
Aron. Sweare that he lhall, and then I will begin. 
Lucius. Who Ihould I fweare by, thou belceueft no G° 4 
That graunted, how caiift thou bdecuean oath* 

'Aron. What if I doe not, as indeed I doe not, 

Yet for I know thou art religious, 

And haft a thing within thee called conscience* 

With twenty popith tricksandceretnonies. 

Which Ihauefeenc thee carefull to obferuc, 

Therefore Ivrgcthy oath,forthatlknow 

An Idcot holds his bauble for a God, 

And keepes the oath which by that God he f wcarcs, ^ 
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To thatlle vrge him : therefore thou lhatt vow 

By that fame God, what God foercitbe 
That thou adoreft, and haft in reuerer.ee. 

To faue my boy , to nourifn and bring him Vp, 

Or elfe I will difeouer nought to thee. 

Lucius. Euen by my God I fweare to the el will. 

Aron. F irft know thou, I begot him on the bmprelle, 
Lucias. Oh moft infatiate luxurious woman ! _ 

Aron. Tilt Lticiuh this was but a deede ofcharitie. 

To that which thou lhaltheareofme anon, 

Twas her two fonnes that murdered ‘BAjpamt, 

They cut thy lifters tongue and rauifht her, 

And cut her hands, and trimd her as thou laweft. 

A»c/«r,Ohdeceftablevillaine,cairftthou that trimming 
Aron. Why ftie was walht, and cut, and trimd. 

And twas trim (port for them that had the doing of it 
Lucius, Oh barberous beaftly villaicus like thy feue- 
Aron. Indecde I was their tutor to inftrnft them, 

That codding fpirithad they from their mother, 

A* fureacardcaseuerwonne thefer: 

That bloody mindelthinke they learnd of me. 

As true a dog as cuer fought at head : 

Well, let my deedes be witnesofmy worth, 

I traynde thy bretheren to that guilefull hole. 

Where the dead'eorps of Bujpanus lay : 

1 wrote the letter that thy Father found, 

Andhid thegold within the Letter mentioned. 
Confederate with the Quecne ; and her two fonnes. 

And what not done, that thou haft cau fc to rue. 

Wherein 1 had no ftrdke of milchiefe in it. 

I playd thecheaterfor thy Fathers hand, 

And when I hadit drew my felfe apart. 

And almoft broke my hart with extreame laughter, 

I pried me through the creuie of a wall. 
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When for his hand he had his two fonnes heads r 
Beheld his teares,andlaught fo hartily. 

That both mine eyes were rainie like to hi? ; 

And when l told the EmprelTe of this fport, 

She founded alrnoft at my pieafing tale, 
Andformy tidings gauc roc twenty Iciffes. 

Cjotk. 

What canS thou fay all this^and neuer blufh? 

Aron. 

I like a blacke dogge as the fay ing is « 

Lucius. 

Art thou not forty for chefe hainous deedes. 

Aron. 

I thatlhadnordoncathoufandmore, 

Euennow I curfc the day, and yet I thinke 
Few come within the compaflc of my curfc. 
Wherein I did not fome notorious ill, 

A s kill a man, or elfe deuifc his death, 

Haiti (h a maid, or plot the way to doeit, 

Accufe fome innocent, and forfweare my fclfe. 

Set deadly enmity betweene two friends. 

Make pooremens cat.ell breaketheir necks. 

Set fire on barncs and hayftackes in the night, 
Andbtdthe owners quench them with their tearcs: 
Oft haue I ciigd vp dead men from their gtaues, 

A ad fet them vpright at their deer e friends doors, 
Euen when their forrowes almofl vv as forgot. 

And cn c heir skmnes, asoathe barlce of trees, 
Jriaue with my knife cameo in Roroainc letters. 
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f et not your forrow die,though I am dead* 

Tut, I hauc don e a tho ufand dreadfull throges 
As willingly as one would kill a fll «* 
a ,, a nothin" greeues roe hartily indeede, 
r , tha t cannot doc tenne thoufand mote. 

r«tB“„ g aown e ,bod=„,l.,fo.h«muftno.d,« 

So fwcer a death as hanging prefently. 

Aron, If thee be deuils, * - ould II w ere adcuill. 

To liue and burne in euerlaftntg hre. 

So l might hauc your company in hell 

Enter EmilUtif* 

Goth. My Lord there is a MefTenger from Rome 
Defircs to be admitted to yonr prcfcnce. 

Lttcttts. L«. t him come neerc* _ 

Welcome EmlUmt, what’s the n*wes from Rome 
& mi l. Lord Z,8«W, and y ou Princes of the Gotncs, 

TheRomainc Emperourgrecrcsyou allby me, 

And for he vndcriiands you are in Armies, 

He craues a patly at your fathers houfe 
Willing you to demaund your lioftages. 

And they (hall be immediately dcliucred. 

Goth, What faies ourGenetall? _ 

Lhcshs. SmtlUus, let the Emperour giue hispledge* 
Vnto myFathcr, and my Vncle Marcus, 

And we willcome: march away. Exeunt. 

Enter Tmera , and her two fonnes difguifed. 

Tamora. Thus in thisfl range and fadhabilliament, 

I will encounter with Andronicus, 

I a A 
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And fay, ! am reuengefent from below, 

To ioyne with him and right hisbainous wrongs 
Knocke at his ftudy where they fay He keep?* ’ 
To ruminate ftrangc plots cf diert Rcuchge' 

1 ell him Reuenge is. come to ioyne with him 
And worke confufion on ids enemies. * 



They tyocfy and Titus opens bis finite dore. 

Titus . Who doth nioieft my contemplation i 
is it yourtncke tomake rrie ope the dore, 

That fo my fad decrees may fie away. 

And all my Rudie be to no effect > 

You are deceaud, for what I pieane to doe, 
heeneere in bloody lines I hauc fetdowne. 

And what is written (hall be executed. 

Temora.TuHJy I am co n ie to ralke with dice, 

1 tins. No not a word, how can I gracemy talke. 

Wanting a band to giue thataccord, * 

lhou-halltneodsofme,thcr e forcno.more. (me 
Tawra. If thoudidftknow me thou wouldft talke with 

I am not mad, I know thee well enough, 

S2S 'trT U* flun ? p ,’ Witnss tl,efc «>mfonlines, 

W n £ r h / S made b >' S^efeand care, 

Witnes ,he tyrmg day and heauienight, 

Wj tnes all forrow that I know thee well 

ror our proud Emprefl'e, mighty T-.mora : 

Isnotthy comming fo r my other hand? 

WT’ K " 0 ."' tho »w 

Slicis thy enenue, and I thy friend, 

lam Rguenge feiit from thhnfernall Kingdome, 

To eafe the gnawing vulture ofthy minde, 

ly working vvreakefull vengeance on thy foes : 

Com* 
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Come downe and welcome me to this woijldslight , 

Conferre w ith me of murder and of death, 

There'snota hollow Cane or lurking place. 

No vaff obfeurity or mifly vale, 

Where bloody murther or detefled rape, 

Can couch for feare but I will finde them out, 

And in their eares tell them my dreadfull name, 

Reuenge, which makes thefoule offenders quake* 

Titus. Artthou R euenge, and art thou Lent to me, 

To be a torment to mine enemies.? 

\ Tamo, a* I am, therefore come downe and welcome me, 
Titus . Doe me fomc feruice ere I come to thee, 

Loeby thy fide where Rape and Murder (lands, 

Nowgiue fomc finance tharthou art Reuenge, 

Stab them or tearechem on thy Chariot wliecles. 

And then lie come and be thy Waggoner, 

And vyhirle along with thee about the Globes. 

Prouidc thee two proper palfreies, as blacke asleep 
To hale thy vengetull Waggon fwift away. 

And finde out murderin their guilty cares. 

And when thy Car is loaden withiheir heads, 

I will difmount, and by the Waggon w heele, 
Trctlikeaferuilefootemanall day long, 

Eucn from Epeons rifingin theEafti 
Vntill his very downefali in the Sea. 

And day by day iledoe this heauy taske. 

So thou deftroy Rapine and Mu t der there. 

• Tamora . Tliefeare my minifteisand come with me. 
Tttus. Arethena thy mimfters, what arc they call'd? 

T amor a. Rape apd Murdet, therefore called fo, 

Caufc they take vengeance of fuch kioee of men. 

Titus . Good Lord how like theEmprefle Sonnes they are 
And you theEmprefle : but we worldly men 
Haue miferable mad miftaking eyes : 

1 3 C‘h 
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Oh fweet Reuengenow docl come to these. 

And ifonearmcsimbracejnent will content thee, 

I wilt unbrace thee in it by and by, 

Tamara. This doling with him fits his Lunacie, 

What ere I forge to fesde his brainc-ficke fits, 

Doe you vphold,and maintaineinyourfpeeches, 

For now he firmcly takes me forReuenge, 

And being credulous ia this mad thought, 
lie make him fend for Lucius his fonne. 

And whilft I at a banquet hold him fure, 
lie lindc fomecunniag prattifeout ofhaud 
To (carter and difpeife thegiddie Gothes, 

Or at the leal! make them his enemies : 

See heere becomes, and irr.uftply my theamc. 

Turn, Long haue I bene forlorne,and all for thee, 
"Welcome dread fury to my woefull houfe. 

Rapine and IV! urther you are welcome too. 

How like the EmprelTeand her fonnesyouare, i 
Well are you fitted, had you but a Moore, 

Could not all hell alfoord you fuch a deuill » 

For well I wotetheEmprelTe neuer wags 
But in her company there is a Moore, 

And would you reprefentour Queene aright. 

It were conuenient you had fuch a deuill : 

But welecme as you are, what (hall wc doe ? 

Tamar t i. What wouldft thou haue vs doe Aadronkut i 
Dense. Show me a murtherer lie deaie with him. 
Chiron. Show roea villainc that hath done a rape. 

And I am fent to be reueagd on him. 

Taniera. Show mca thoufand that nauedonc the* wrong, 
And I will be reuengca on them all. 

Titus, Looke round aboutthe wicked ftrectsofRojng, 
And when thou findft a man that’s like thy fclfe. 

Good marcher (Lb him, hees a murtherer. 
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Goe thou with him, and when it is thy hap 
Tofinde another thatisliketo thee, 

Good Fcapine ftab him, he is a raui/hcr, 

Gbe thou with them, and in the EmperourJ Court, 
There is a Queencattended by a Moore, 

Well manhhou know her by thy ownc proportion. 
For vp and downe (he doth refemble thee. 

I pray thee doe on them ft me violent death, 

They haue bene violent to me and mine, 

Tamara. Weil hall thou leflbnd vs, this /hall wcaoe* 
But would itpleafi thee good And* emeus-, 

Tofendfor Lucius thy thrice valiant fonne, 

Who leades -towards Ron e a band of warlike GotllCS, 
And bid him come and banquet at thy houfe, 

When he is hecre,euen at thy folemne feaft, 

I will bring in the Emprcfle and her foanes. 

The Emperout him fclfe, and all thy foes, 

And at thy mercy lhall they ftoope and kneel e. 

And on them lhal t thou eafe th y an gry har c : 

What {i\e% Androuiius to this dcuife i 

Enter Marcus. 

Titus . Marcus ray brother, tis fad Titus calls, 

Goe gentle Marcus to thy Nephew Luctu >, 

Thou ihalt enquire him out among the Gothes, 

Bid him repairs to me, and bring with him 
Someofthechicfeft Princes of the Gothes, 

Bid him encampe his fouldiers where they are, 

Tell him the Eniperour and the Emprelle too 
Feaft at my boufe, and he /hall feaft with them. 

This doe thou for my 1 n ue, a nd fo 1 et hi tn, 

As he regards his aged Fathers life, 

OMar, This wiiil doe, and fcoae rctarne againci 
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Tamor. Now will I hence about thy bufines 
And take my minirtf rs along with me. 

Titus. Nay , nay, let rapeand murdet'flay withme, 

Mr els lie call my brother backeagaine. 

And cleaue to no reuenge but Z-acm. 

,x,i r 1 iW \ Wilatfay y 0,,bo > ,es ' wi11 y° u bide with him 
Whiles I goe tell my Lord the Emperour, 

How J hauegotrerndour determindieft, 

Yeeldc to his humour, fmooth and fpeake him fairc. 

And tarry with him tilll turneagaine. 

Titus. I know them all, though they fuppofe me mad, 
And will ore-reach them in theyr owne deuifel, 

A payreofeurfed hell-hounds and their Dam, 

Deme .Madam depart at pica fu re, leaue vs h eere. 

7 * amor a. Farewell Aridronta-'s, reuenge now goes 
To lay acomplo t to betray thy foes. 

Ttus. 3 know thou dooff, and fweete reuenge farewell* 
Cbtrots . Tell vs old man, how fhall webeimployd, 
Titus. But I haue worke enough for you to doc, 
Publius come h ether, Cains, and Valentine, 

Publius. Whatisyour wills' 

Tints. Know you the/e two ? 

Pub. T he Erapreffe fonnes I ta ke th em, Chironfiemetm, 
Titus. Fie Publius Ge, thou art toomuch dcceaude, 

The one is Murder, Rape is the others name, 

And therefore binde them gentle Publius, 

Cains and V iUntine, lay hands on them. 

Oft hauc you heardme wilhi for fuch an houre* 

And now Ifindc it, therefore binde themfure, 

And flop their mouthes if they begin tocry. 

Chiron. Villainesforbeare, we are the Ernprefle fonnes, 
Publius . And ch ere fore do w c w hat we arc commanded* 
Stop clofe their mouthes, let them notfpeake a word, 

Is he furc bound, looks that you binde them faff. 
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• • - \ V- . • 

Enter Titus Jn dromon with a knife t andL amnia 
ypithaBafon. 

Titus. Come, come Lauinia, looke, thy foes are bound, 

Sirs flop their mouthes, let them not fpeake to me, 

Butlet them heare what fearefull wordslvtter, 
Ohvillaines,Cfc»>»»and Demetrius^ 

Here itands the fpring whome you haue ltaind with mud. 
This goodly Sommer with your Winter mixt, 
lou laid her husband, and for that vilde fault. 

Two of her brothers were condemnd to deaths 
My hand cut off, and made a merry ieft. 

Both her fweec hands, her tongue, and that more deerc 
Then bands or tongue, her fpotlefle ebaftity, 

Inhumaine tray tors, you conftraind and forff. 

What would you fay if I Ihould let you fpeake 
Villaincs for lhame you could not beg for grace. 

Harke wretches ho w I meane to martyr you, 

This one hand yet is left to cut your throates 
Whilft that Lauinia tweene her ft umps doth hold 
TheBafon thatreceauesyour guilty blood. 

You know your Mother sneancs to feaft with me. 

And calls herfelfe Reuenge, and thinkesmemad. 

Harke villaines, I will grinde your bones to duff. 

And with your blood and it lie make a paftc, 
AndofthepafteacofFen I wiilrcarc. 

And make twopafties otyour fhamefuli heads. 

And bid that ftrumpetyour vnhailowed Dam, 

Like to the earth fwallow herowne increafe. 
Thisisthefeaftthat i haue bid her to, 

And this thebanquet fhe fhall furfet on, 

For worfethenP/ji/tfwjf/you vide my daughter, 

And wojfg then Prow I will be reuengd, 

K And 
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And now prepare your throats: Lautnia come, 

Receaue the blood, and wh en that they are dcad^ 

Let me gee grinde their bones to powder fmall, 

And with this hatefull liquour temper it* 

Andin that paftelet their viide heads be baktc, 

Come, come, bceuery oneofficious, 

To make this banket, which I whb may prone 
More ftemcand bloody then the Cemauresfeafb 
He cun their throats. 

Sonovv bring them in* for lie play the Cooke, 

And fee them ready againft their Mother comes. 

Exeunt ♦ 

Enter Lucius 5 C JMarcus^ and the Cjothei . 

' Lucmu Vncklec%^r^i,fincetismy fathers minde 
That 1 repaire to Rome, I am content# 

£}oth. And ours with thine befall what Fortune will# 
Lucius, Good Vnckle take you in this barbarous Mom\ 
This rauenous Tiger, this accurfed deuill, 

Let him receaue no fnllcnancc, fetter him* 

Till he be brought vnto the Emperours face* 
f or teftimony of her fou !c proceedings : 

And fee the Ambufli ofourfriends be ftrong*, 

I feare the Emperour meanes no good toys. 

JWoore* Some deuillwhifper curfcs in tninecare* 

And prompt me that my tongue may vtter torch, 

The venomous malliceof my fweliing heart, 

Lucius. Away inhumane dogge, vnhaliowcdflauc, 
Sirs, helpe ourvnckle to conuey him in, 

The crumpets fhew the Emperour is at hand. 

Sound T TftmpetSyEntcr Emperonr and with 
Tribunes and others ♦ 

&**£• What, hath the firmament moefunnes then one? 

Lmnsy 
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Lucius* What bootesit thee to call W^g^theparlc i 
Marcus, Romes Emperour ‘ lnd ^P , C 
Thefe quarrels muft be qmetly debated, 

The feaft is ready which the carcfull 
Hath ordained to an honourable end, 

For peace, for loue,for league and goo , 

Plcafe you therefore draw me and take y ««t P lacc,< 

Saturn. CMarcus wey/itt. 



Sound trumpett,tnier Titus like a Cookeyfluctng ** 

the Table, and Lautnia Vitb a vatic oner her / ac ‘; n 
Titus . Welcotn my gracious Lord, welcom dread Quce 
Welcome ye warlike Gothes, welcome Lucius , 

And welcome all, although the chcerebc poore, 

Twill fill your ftomacks, pleafe you eat otit, 

Satur. Why art thou thus attired Andromeut ? 

Tttus, Becaufcl wouldbefure tohaueall well, 
Toentertaine your highnes, and your Ernpreflc. 

Tam. We are beholding to you good Andromeut , 

Titus. Andifyourhighncskncwmy heart, you were: 

My Lord the Emperour refoluc me this* 

Was it welldoncofrafti Ftr^mus, 

To flay his daughter with his owne right hand, 

Because file wascnforft,ftaind, anddtflowrdc? 

Satur, It was Andromctss. 

Titus. Your reafon mighty Lord / 

Satur. Becaufethegirlc Chould not furunieher frame. 
And by her prefence Rill renew his forrowes. 

Titus. Areafon mighty, ftrong, and efFeftuall, 
Apatterne,prcfidem,and liucly warrant. 

For me moll wretched toperforme the like, 

Die,di Lautnia, and thy frame with thee. 

And with thy ihame thy Fathers forrow die. be kills her-. 
Saturn, What haft thou doue, vnnaturalland vnkinde. ? 

K 2 Tttus. 
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Tit. k:ld her for whotne <r.y tearcs hauc inabcmcdlind 
J 3in as tfcoruil 3$ Vir^i i& : s was, 

And haueathoufand times more caufe then he. 

To doe this outrage, and it is now done. 

Ai«^Wh ; it was (he rauifht? tell who did the deede. 

• Ti wr.HViltpleafeyou cat, wilt plcafe your highnes feerte 
Why hail thou flaine thine onely daughter 

Tuns. Not I, Cvvas Chiron and Demetrius. 

They raunht her, 3nd cut away her tongue, 

Andthey, t was they, that did her all this wrong. 

K\.nv, Goe fetch them hcther to vsprefently, 

Titus. Why there they are both, bjkcdin that pie, 

Whcreoftheir mother daintiliehathfed, 

Eating the flefh that the herfcJfe hath bred. 

Tis true, tis true, witnes my kniues fharpe point, 

Ht flubs the Emprtjfe. ■ 

Empe. Diefranticke wretch for thisaccurfed deede. 
Lucius. Canthefonnes eye behold hisfather bleedc. ? 

T nere’s mcede for nveede, death for a deadly deede. 

Marcus. You fad fac d men, people and Tons ofRom:, 
By vprores feuerd like a flight of fowle, 

Scatrrcd by windes and high tempeftious gufl j. 

On ler me teach you how to knit attaine 
This fcattredcorneioto onemutuail (heaffe, 

Thefe broken limbs againeinto one body. 

tumanLr'rd. Let Rome lierfelfc be bane vnto her fel% 
And jiiee whomc mightiekingdomes curfie too. 

Like a forloyne and defp crate call away. 

Doe fliamefull execution on her felfe. 

But if my froftie fignes and chaps cfa^e, 

Graue witnelfesof true experience, ° 

Connot induce youto attend my words, 

Spe^ke Romes deere friend, as er flour Anccdor, 

When 
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When with his folemne tongue he diddifeourfe 
Toloue-ficke Didoes fad attending eare, 

The ftory of that balefull burning night, 

Whenfubtile Greckes furprizdKiqgPriatnsTroyv j 
Tell vs what Sinon hath be witcht our earcs, 

Or who hath brought the fatal! engincin 
That gitses our Troy, our Rome the ciuill wound. 

My hartis nctcompaft of flintnor fleele. 

Nor can Ivtterall ourbittergriefe, 

But floods of tearcs will drown e my Oratorie, 

And breake my very vttrance eucn in the time 
When i: fliould moue you to attend me rooft, 

Lending your kind commiferation. 

Deereisa Captsine let him tell the rale, 

Yourharts will throb and weepe to heare him fpcake. 

Lucius. Then noble auditory be it knowne to you. 
That curfed Ckirotia nd Demetrius 
Were they that murdred our Emperours brother 
And they it were that rauiflied our filler, * 

For their fell fault* our brothers were beheaded 
Our Fathers tearesdcfpifd and bafdv coufend 
Ofthar true hand thatfough t Romes quarrell our 
And fenther enemies vntothe graue, * 

La Illy my felfe vnkindly banifhed, 
f he gates iliuton me and turnd vveepinir out 
To beg reliefe among Ron es enemies, 

Who drowndtheit enmity in my tructeares 
And opt their armes to imbracc roe as a friend, 

and lam tnc turned forth be it knowne to yon, 

Tha thaueprefcrud her welfare in my blood, 

Andfrcm hcrbofbm: tookethe enemies point, 

GieaJnng the fleele in my aduer.tious body 
A las-you know ! a:n no vaunter 1, 

My (cars can witnes, dura b although they are, 
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The rnoft Umentahle T r agedid 

That my report is iuft and full of truth* 

But foft, me thinkes I doc digrefle too much, 

Cy ting ray worthies praife,Oh pardon me. 

For when no friends ate by, menpraifethemfelues. 

Marctt. Now istnyturnetofpeake: behold this childe, 

Of this w&sTarttora deliuered, 

Tfirih'i.eofan irreligious Moore, 

Chiete Architeft and plotter of thefc woes, 

The villame is aliue in Tints houfc, 

And as he is to witnesthis is true. 

Now iu'ige what courfc had Titus toreuengff, 

Thcfe wrongs, vnfpeakeablc paft pacienec, 

Or more then any lining man could beare. 

Now you haue heard the truth, whatfay you Romanes? 
Flaue we done-ought anulTc? ihow vs wherein, 

And from the place where you behold v* now, 

The poore remainder of A»dror.icie 

Will hand in hand al l headlong caff vs downe, 
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And on the ragged {tones beat torth our or sines, 
Andmake a tnut-allclofureofour houfc : 

Speake Roroainesfpeake, and if you fay we fhall, 

Lc ehand in hand L«ci«/andl will fall. 

Ewdtius. Come come thou reucrent man or Rome, 
And bring our Empetour gently in thy hand, 
Lutsuso ur Emperour for well I know. 

The common voyce doe cry it fhall be »J* 

Marcus. Luaus t all haile Romes roy all Emperour, 
Goe goe into old 7 ^;«rforrowfull houle, 

Andhither hale that misbelieuing j 

To be adiudgd fome dircfullflaughtenn 0 dea , 
Aspunifhmentfor hismoft wickedlife. 

Lulus all bade to Romes graciousGouernour. 

Lucius . Thankes gentle Romaincsmay g 
To heale Romes hatmes,and wipe away her woe. 



of Tim Andronicdt* 

But gentle people giue me aime a while, 

Fornature puts me to a heauie taslce. 

Stand all aloofe.but Vnckle draw youneere. 

To filed obfequious teares vpon this trunke, 

Oh take this warroekiffe o n thy palecold lips-, 
Thefeforrowful drops vpon thy bloud-flaineface, 

The lift true duties of thy noble fonne. 

CMan, T care for teare.andlouingkiffcforkule, 
ThybrocherM^cwi tenders on thy lips, 

Ch were the fummeof thefc that I Ihould pay, 
Countlefle and infinite, yet would 1 pay them. 

Lucius. Come hither boy come, eornc and lcarneof Vt, 
To melt in flio w crs,th y Grandfisr loud thee well , 
Many a time hedaunft thee on his knee, 

Sungthee afl cepe, hislouingbreaft thy pillow. 

Many a matter bach he told to thee, 

Meete and agreeing with thine infancie. 

In that refpeft then likea louing ehiide. 

Shed yet fome final 1 drops £ om thy tender fpring, 
Becaufe kinde nature doth require it fo. 

Friends Qiould aflbeiatefriends in griefeand woe. 

Bid him farewell, commit him to the graue. 

Doe them that kindnes and take leaue of them. 

Pucr. O Grandfier,Grandfire, cuen with all my hart 
Would 1 were dead foyou didliueagaine. 

O Lord I cannot fpea , e to him for weeping, 

My teares wilichoakeme it 1 ope ray mouth. 

Romame > You fad An irontc.t haue done with woes, 
Giue fentence on this execrable wretch, 

That hath bene breeder of thcfe dire euents. 

Lucius. Set him breaft deipe in earth and famifli him 
There let him Hand and raue andery for foods, 

If any one releeucs or pieties him. 

For the offence he dks, this is out dooms. 



Tbemafi himmable Tragedk ' 

Some day to fechimfadned intbeearth. 

Aron Ah why ihculd wrath be mute, and fury dumb; 
•*am no baby I, that with bafe prajers 
I /houldrepenfthe euils I haue done, 

Ttn thoufand worfethen euer yet I did, 

Would I performeifl might haue my will, 

Ifbne good d$ed in all m y life I did, 

Idoe repeptit from ray very fonle. 

Luctus. Some louing friends conuey the Entperour hence 
And giue him buriaHin hisfathers graue, 

My father and L attiwafhall forth wirh 
Be clofed in our houfholds monuments. 

As for that hano us Tiger T amor a , 

No funerc 11 ritej nor man in inournefull weeds, 
NomournefulJ'betl /hallrihgher buriall . 

But throw her forth to beads and birds to prey^ 

Her life was bcaftly and dcuoid ofpitty. 

And being fo lhall haue like want of pitty. 
Seeiuflice,dshc bn Aron that ^ambd Moore , 

By whome our heauy haps had their beginning s 
Then afterwards to ^rder well the date. 

That like euepcs mayner’e it ruinate. 
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